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U: Qui conducti plorant in Funere, dicunt, 

Et facinnt prope plura dolentibus ex animo, fic | 

Deriſor Vero plus Laudatore movetur. Hor. 1 
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To the Right Honourable the 


COUNTESS 


OF 


ALBEMARLE. 


MAD AM, 


2y MONG the many Novelties 

= with which Your Lapysnie, 
2 Stranger in our Nation, 
is daily entertain'd, You have 
not yet been made acquainted 


with the Poetical Engliſʒi Liberty, the 


Right of Dedication; which entitles us 
to a Privilege of Celebrating whatever for 


its Native Excellence is the juſt Object 
of Praiſe ; and is an Ancient 8 by 
A 2 Es which 


4K} 


"DEDICATION 
which the Muſes have always a*Free Ac- 
ceſs to the Habitation of the Graces. 

Hence it is that this Comedy waits on 
Your Ladyſhip, and preſumes to Welcome 
You amongſt us; tho' indeed, Madam, 
we are ſurpriſed to ſee You bring with 
You, what we thought was of our wn 
Growth only, an agreeable Beauty ; N ay, 7 1 
we muſt aſſure You, that we cannot give 


* 
. SZ 


up ſo Dear an Article of our Glory, but go 
aſſert it by our Right in You: For if tis 
a Maxim founded on the Nobleſt Human 
Law, that of Hoſpitality, that every Soil 
is a Brave Man's Country, England has a 
very juſt Pretence of Claiming as a Na- | 
tive, a Daughter of Mr, Scravenmore. 1 
But Your Ladyſhip is not only endear'd 
to us by the great Services of your Fa- | 
ther, but alſo by the kind Offices of your + - 
Husband, whoſe frank Carriage falls in 
with our Genius, which is Free, 8 | 
and Unreſerv'd; In this the Generoſity of 
your Tempers Wilker You both excel in 
ſo peculiar a Manner, that your Good 
Actions are their own Reward ; nor can 
they be return'd with Ingratitude, for 
none can forget the Benefits You confer 
ſo ſoon as You do Your Selves. 
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DEDICATION. 
But Ve have a more indiſputable Title 
to a Dramatick Performance, than all theſe 
Advantages; for You are Your ſelves, in 
a Degenerate low Age, the Nobleſt Cha- 
rafters which that fine Paſſion that ſup- 
ports the Stage, has inſpir'd; andas You 
have practis'd as Generous a Fidelity as 
the Fancies of Poets have ever drawn in 
their Expecting Lovers, ſo may You en- 
joy as high a Proſperity as ever they have | 
beſtow'd on their Rewarded: This You ,, ® 
may poſſeſs in an happy Security, for Your 
Fortunes cannot move ſo much Envy, as 
Your Perſons Love. I am, ; 


MADAM, 


4 


Your Ladyſbip's moſ# Devoted 


| 
i 
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Humble Servant, 


* 


1 15 RICHARD STEELE, 
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HE Rehearſal of this Comedy was honou- 

red with the Preſence of the Duke of De- 
vonſhire, who is as diſtinquiſhed by his Fine 
Underſtanding as High Quality; The Innocence 


+, Of it moved him to the Humanity of Expreſſing 


— 


himſelf in its Favour. Tis his manner to be 
pleaſed where he is not offended; a Condeſcenſion 


which delicate Spirits are obliged to for their own 
Eaſe, for they would have but a very ill time of 
it, if they ſuffered themſelves to be diverted with 


nothing but what could bear their Judgment. 


That Elegant and Hluſtrious Perſon, will, I hope, 
pardon my Gratitude to the Town, which obliges 


me to report ſo ſubſtantial a Reaſon for their Ap- 


probation of this Play, as that he permitted it: 
But I know not in what Words to thank my Fel- 
low-Soldiers for their Warmth and Zeal in my 


behalf, nor to what to attribute their undeſerved 


Favour, except it be that *tis habitual to em to 
run tothe Succour of thoſe they ſee in Danger — 

The Subject of the Drama tis hoped will be ac- 
ceptable to all Lovers of Mankind, ſince Ridicule 
is partly levelled at a Sett of People who live in 
impatient Hopes to ſee us out of the World, a 
Flock of Ravens that attend this numerous City 
for their Carkaſes; but indeed 'tis not in the pow- 
er of any Pen to ſpeak em better than they do 
themſelves: As for example, on aDoorl juſt now 


paſt by, a great Artiſt thus informs us of his Cures 
upon the Dead; | | 


1 


Wo 


* 
» 


W. W. Knows and approved for bis Art of Ems 
balming, having preſerved the Corps of a Gentle 
woman ſweet and entire Thirteen Years, without” 
Embowelling, and has reduced the Bodies of ſeverat 
Perſous of Quality to Sweetneſs in Flanders and 
Ireland, after Nine Months Putrefaction in the 
Ground, and they were known by their Friends in 


England. No Man performeth the like: 


He muſt needs be ſtrangely in love with this Life, 
who is not touched with this kind Invitation to be 
pickled; and the noble Operator muſt be allowed- 
a very Uſeful Perſon: for bringing old Friends to- 
gether; nor would it be unworthy his Labour to 
gre us an Account at large of the ſweet Conver- 
ation that aroſe upon meeting ſuch an entire 
Friend as he mentions, | 3 

But to be Serious; Is there any thing, but its 
being downright Fact, could make a rational Crea- 


ture believe *twere poſſible to arrive at this Fanta- 


ſtick Poſthumous Folly? Not at the ſame time 
but that it were Buffoonery rather than: Satyr to- 
explode all Funeral Honours ; but then it is cer- 
tainly neceſſary to make em ſuch that the Mourners- 
ſhould be in earneſt, and the Lamented worthy of 
our Sorrow: But this Purpoſe is ſo far from be- 


ing ſerved, that it is utterly deſtroyed by the man 
ner of Proceeding eg: 6 5 where the Obſequies 


which are due only to the Beſt and Higheſt of human 
Race (to admoniſh their ſhort Survivors that nei- 
ther Wit, nor Valour, nor Wiſdom, nor- Glory 
can ſuſpend our Fate) are proſtituted, and beſtow- 
ed upon ſuch as have nothing in Common with 
Men, but their Mortality. | 

But the dead Man is not to paſs off ſo eaſily, for 
his laſt Thoughts are = to ſuffer Diſſection, and 
| A4 5 
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it ſeems there is an Art to be learn'd to ſpeak our 


own Senſe in other Mens Words, and a Man in a 


Gown that never ſaw his Face hall tell you im- 


mediately the Deſign of the Deceas'd, better than 
all his old Acquaintance; which is ſo perfect an 


Hocus Pocus, that without you can repeat ſuch and 


ſuch Words, you cannot convey what is in your 
Hands into another's ; but far be it from any Man's 
Thought to ſay there are not Men of ſtrict Inte- 


grity of the Long Robe, tho it is not every Body's 


good Fortune to meet with 'em. 
However the daily legal Villanies we ſee com- 
mitted, will alſo be eſteem'd things proper to be 


proſecuted by Satyr, nor could our enſuing Legiſ- 


lative do their Country a more ſeaſonable Office 
than to look into the Diſtreſſes of an unhappy 
People, who groan perhaps in as much Miſery un- 
der entangled, as they could do under broken 
Laws; nor could there be a Reward high enough 
aſſign'd for a great Genius, if ſuch may be found, 


who has Capacity ſufficient to glance through the 


falſe Colours that are put upon us, and propoſeto 
the Exgliſþ World, a Method of making Juſtice 
flow in an uninterrupted Stream ; there is ſo clear 
a Mind in being, whom we will name in Words 
that of all Men breathing can be only ſaid of him; 
*Tis he that is Excellent. 3 | 


Seu linguam cauſis acuit, ſen Civica Fara, 
 Reſpouſare parat, ſeu condit amabile carmen. 


Other Enemies that may arife againſt this poor 


Play are indeed leſs terrible, but much more power- 


ful than theſe, and they are the Ladies; but if there 
is any thing that argues a Sower'd Man, who laſhes 
all for Lady Brumpton; we may hope there will 
be ſeen alſo a Devoted Heart, that eſteems all for 


Lady SHarlot 
Y : PR 0. 
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j Spoken by Mr. WII Es. 


N ture s Deſerted, and Dramatick Art, 
To dazzle now the Eye, has left the Heart; 
Gay Lights, and Dreſſes, long extended Scenes, . 
Dæmons and Angels moving in Machines, 


All that can now, or pleaſe, or fright the Fair, 8 


EF 


May be perform'd without à Writer's Care, 

And is the Skill of Carpenter, not Player. | 

Old Shakeſpear's Days could not thus far advance; 

But what's his Buskin to our Ladder Dance? 

In the mid Region a ſilk Youth to ſtand, 

With that unwieldy Engine at Command ! | 
. Gorg'd with intemperate Meals while here you ſit, 
Woll may you take Activity for Wit: 

Fie, let Confuſion on ſuch Dulneſs ſeize; 

' Bluſh you're {o pleas'd, as we that ſo we pleaſe. 
But we, ſtill kind to your inverted Senſe, 

Do moſt unnatural Things once more diſpenſe. - 

For ſince you're ſtill prepoſt'rous in Delight, 
Our Author made, a full Houſe to invite, 
A Funeral a Comedy to Night. | 

Nor does he fear that you will take the Hint, - 
And let the Funeral his own be meant; 

No, in Old England nothing can be won 
Without a Faction, Good or Ill be done 
To own this our frank Author does nat fear z 
But hopes for @ prevailing Party here 
Hie knows has num rous Friends, nay knows they'll 
J " fogw it, | | 
And for the Fillow-Soldier ſave the Poet; 


A Dramatis 
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Eady Brumpton. Mrs. Verbruggen. 
Lady Sharlot X Orphans Sifters left Oldfeild. 
Lady Harriot 3 ward to Ld, Brumptony Mrs. Rogers. 
Madamoiſelle d' Epingle. | Mrs, Lucas. 
Tattleaid. Mrs. Kent. 

Mrs. Fardingale. Mr. Norris. 

| Kate Matchlock. Go, Mr. Bullock. 
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| Dramatis Perſonæ. 7 


M E N. pre 
Lord Brumpton. Mr. Themas. 
Lord Hardy, Son to Lord Brumpton. Mr. Cibber. i 
Mr. Campley. Mr. Wilks. 1 
Mr. Truſty, Steward to Ld; Brumpton. Mr. Mills. 1 
Cabinet. | Mr. Toms. 1 
Mr. Sable, an Undertaker. Mr. Johnſon. 4 
Puzzle, a Lawyer. Mr. Bowen, 9 
Trim, Servant to Lord Hardy. Mr. Pintethman. 
Tem, the Lawyer's Clerk. Mr. Fairbanck. | 


WOMEN. 


FVifitant-L adjes, Sable's Servants, Recruits, &c. 
8 : CEN E Covent. Garden. 


THE 


$: 


. 1 
N 


4 * 
= 
* 
— \ 
| 7 = 
1 — 
" , 


8 n 
Il 2 Y A 
== . © 


Li 
a&f155 7 * r 


HE. 


F UN E RA E= 


* nat e e re 
4 


O, N ? 
" _ GRIEF A-LA-MODE. * 
ACTI SCENE E 


Enter Cabinet, Sable, and Campley. 


GAL ITMNET. | 
Burſt into Laughter, I can't bear to ſee 
writ over an Undertaker's Door, Drefles 
for the Dead, and Neceſſaries for Fune- 
—_ rl} a! bs) hat. © 45: iS 
Sab. Well Gentlemen, tis very well, 
| I know you are of the Laughters; the 
Wits that take the liberty to deride all things that are 

Magnificent and Solemn. | 
Cam. Nay, but after all, I can't but admire Sable's- 
nice diſcerning on the ſuperfluous Cares of Mankind, 
J that could lead them to the thought of raiſing an 
Eſtate by providing Horſes, Equipage, and Furniture, 
E for thoſe that no onger need em. | | 
Cab. But is it not. ſtrangely contradictory, that 
Men can come to ſo open, ſo apparent an Hypocriſie, 
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12 The FUNERAL: or, 


as in the Face of all the World, to hire profeſſed 
Mourners to prieve, lament, and follow in their ſtead, 
their neareſt Relations, and ſuborn others to do by 
Art, what they themſelves ſhould be prompted to by 
Nature ? 6 

Sab. That's reaſonably enough ſaid, but they re- 


gard themſelves only in all they act, for the Deceas'd, 


and the poor Dead are deliver'd to my Cuſtody, to 
be embalm'd, flaſh'd, cut, and dragg'd about, not to 
do them Honour, but to fatisfie the Vanity or Inte- 
reſt of their Survivors. - ; 


Cam. This Fellow's every way an Undertaker! How 


wall and luckily he talks! His prating ſo aptly, has 
methinks ſomething more Ridiculous in it, than if he 
were Abſurd! c [Aſide to Cabinet. 


Cab. But, as Mr. Campley ſays, how could you 


dream of making a Fortune from ſo chimerical a 
Foundation, as the Proviſion of things wholly need- 
leſs and nfignificant ? 


Sab. Alas Gentlemen, the Value of all things un- 


der the Sun is meerly fantaſtick: We run, we ſtrive, 
and purchaſe things with our Blood and Money, quite 
foreign to our intrinfick real Happineſs, and which 
have a Being in Imagination only, as you may ſee by 
the pudder that is made about Precedence, Titles, 
Court Favour, Maidenheads, and China-ware. 

Cam. Ay, Mr, Sable, but all thoſe are Objects that 
promote our Joy, are bright to the Eye, or ftamp up- 
on our Minds Pleaſure and Self-fatisfaftion, 

Sab. You are extremely miſtaken, Sir; for one 
would wonder to confider that after all our Outcries 
againſt Self-interefted Men, there are few, very few 
in the whole World that Live to themſelves, but ſa- 
crifice their Boſom-Bliſs to enjoy a vain Show, and 
Appearance of Proſperity in the Eyes of others; and 
there is often nothing more inwardly diſtreſs'd, than 
a young Bride in her glittering Retinue, or deeply 
joyful, than a young Widow in her Weeds and black 
Train; of both which, the Lady of this Houſe _— 
an Inftance, for ſhe has been the one, and is, III be 
ſworn, the other, EN e 
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GRIEF A-LA-MODE, 13 


d Cab. You talk, Mr. Sable, moſt learnedly! ? 

d, Sab. I have the deepeſt Learning, Sir, Experience: 
y Remember your Widow Couſin that married laſt 
) Month. | 0 | LE 
4 Cab. Ay! - But how cow'd you imagine ſhe was in 
e- all that Grief an Hypocrite ? —— could all thoſe 


d, _ Shrieks, thoſe Swoonings, that riſing falling Boſom 
0 be conſtrain'd? You're uncharitable, Sable, to believe 
'o it —— what Colour, what Reaſon had you for it? 
"i Sab. Firſt, Sir, her Carriage in her Concerns with 
me, for I never yet could meet with a ſorrowful Re- 
w | li@, but was her ſelf enough to make an hard Bar- 
as gain with me — Yet I muſt confeſs they have fre- 
ie quent Interruptions of Grief and Sorrow when the 
t. read my Bill — but as for her, nothing, ſhe W 
u . _ that look'd bright or joyous ſhould after her Love's 
2 Death approach her. All her Servants that were not 
4. coal Black muſt turn out; a fair Complexion made 
ber Eyes and Heart ake, ſhe'd none but downright 
nu Jet, and to exceed all Example fhe hir'd my Mourne 
e, ing Furniture by the Year, and in caſe of my Morta- 
te lity ty'd.my Son to the ſame Article; ſo in ſix Weeks 
h time ran away with a young Fellow — Pry'thee puſh 
y on briskly, Mr, Cabinet, now is your time to —— 


8, this Widow, for Tartleaid tells me ſhe always ſaid 
| fhe'd never marry Cd 
at þ 4 Cab. As you ſay, that's generally the moſt hopeful 
5 n. 5 | 
4 ” ez. I tell you, Sir, tis an infallible one; you know 
1e © thoſe Profeſſions are only to introduce Diſcours of 
s _ Matrimony and young Fellows. wh 
w Cab. But I ſwear I could not have Confidence ev'n 
a= >! after all our long Acquaintance, and the mutual Love 
which his Lordihip (who indeed has now been ſo 
kind as to leave us) has ſo long interrupted, to men- 
tion a thing of ſuch a Nature ſo unſeaſonably —— 
Sab. Unſeaſonably! Why I tell you tis the only YN 
Seaſon (granting her Sorrow unfeign'd :) When would : 
you ſpeak of Paſſion, but in the midſt of Paſſions? 1 
There's a what d'ye call, a Criſis the lucky * 
| | at 
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that's ſo talk'd of, is a Moment between Joy and Grief, 


E 


Which you muſt take hold of, and puſh your For-- 


tune — But get you in, and you'll beſt read your 
Fate in the Reception Mrs, Tatzleaid gives you: All 
ſhe ſays, and all ſhe does, nay her very Love and 
Hatred are mere Repetition of her Ladyſhip's Paſſions : 


I'll ſay that for her, ſhe's a true Lady's Woman, and 


is her ſelf as much a ſecond-hand thing as her Cloths. 
But I muſt beg your Pardon, Gentlemen, my People 
are come I fee — +» [Exeunt Cab. and Camp. 
Enter Sable's Men. 5 
Where in the name of Goodneſs have you all been! 
have you brought the Saw-duſt and Tar for embalm- 
ing? have you the Hangings and the Six-peny Nails, 
and my Lord's Coat of Arms? 
Enter Servant. 


Ser. Ves, Sir, and had come ſooner, but 1 went to 
the Herald's for a Coat for Alderman Gathergreaſe that 


died laſt Night —— he has promis'd to invent one 
againſt to-morrow, | | | 
Sab, Ah! Pox take ſome of our Cits, the firſt thing 
after their Death-is to'take care of their Birth 
Pox let him bear a Pair of Stockings, he's the firſt of 
his Family that ever wore one: Well, come you that 
are to be Mourners in this Houſe put on your fad 
Looks, and walk by me that 1 may ſort you: Ha you! 
a little more upon the Diſmal; [forming their Counte- 
nances —] this Fellow has a good mortal Look — place 
him near the Corps: That Wainſcot Face muſt be 
o'top of the Stairs; that Fellow's almoſt in a Fright 
(that looks as if he were full of ſome ftrange Miſery) 
at the Entrance of the Hall — 80 — but I'll fix you all 
my ſelf — Let's have no laughing now on any Pro- 
vocation : [makes Faces] Look yonder- that hale well- 
looking Puppy! You ungrateful Sconndrel, did not I 
ity you, take you out of a great Man's Service, and 
ſhow you the Pleaſure of receiving Wages ? Did not 
T give you Ten, then Fifteen, now Twenty Shillings 
a Week, to be Sorrowful? and the more I give you, 
I think, the Gladder you arme. | 


Enter 
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9 Enter a boy, #® 
Boy. Sir, the Grave-digger of St. Timothies in the 
| Fields would ſpeak with you. To” 

1 4 Sab, Let him come in. 

| 3 | Enter Grave-digger. 

 Grav, I carry'd home to your Houſe the Shrowd 


4 the Gentleman was buried in laſt Night; I could not 
get his Ring off very eaſily, therefore I brought the 
* Finger and all, and, Sir, the Sexton gives his Service 
= to you, and deſires to know whether you'd have any 
P- _ Bodies remov'd or not: If not he'Il let em lie in their 


* Graves a Week longer. 2 9 | 
Sab. Give him my Service, I can't tell readily; but 


- our Friend, tell him, Dr, Paſſeport, with the Powder, 
52 ” has promiſed me Six or Seven Funerals this Week, I'll 

ſiend to our Country-Farm at Kenſington-Gravel-Pits, 
to dd our City-Houſe in Warwick-Lane for News, you 


at 4 ſhall know time enough. Hark'e, be ſure there's Care 
taken to give my Lady Languiſhe's Woman a Fee to keep 
* out that aer Fellow came laſt from Oxford; he'll 
” ruin us all. PEE. 
1 | Enter Goody Traſh. 5 
I wonder, Goody Traſh, you could not be more pun- 
': Qtual; when I told you I wanted you, and your two 
Daughters, to be three Virgins to Night to ſtand in White 
about my Lady Katherine Griſſel's Body, and you know 
vou were privately to bring her home from the Man- 
Midwife's, where ſhe dy'd in Child- birth, to be buri- 
ed like a Maid; but there is nothing minded: Well, 
I have put off that till to morrow; go and get your 
Bag. of Brick-duſt and your Whiting. Go and ſell to 
the Cook-maids; know who has furfeited about Town : 
Bring me no bad News, none of your Recoveries a- 
gain. And you Mr. Blockhead, I warrant you have 
not call'd at Mr. Peſtle's the Apothecary : Will that Fel- 
low never. pay me? I ſtand bound for all the Poiſon in 
that ftarving Murderer's Shop: He ſerves me juſt as 
Dr. Quibus did, who promis'd to write a Treatife a- 
gainſt Water-gruel, a damn'd healthy Slop, that has 
done me more Injury than all the Faculty :- Look you 
Wt 5 now 
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now you are all upon the Sneer, let me have none 
but downright ſtupid Countenances — I'ye a good 
mind to turn you all off, and take People out of the 


| Play-Houſe; but hang em they are as Ignorant of 


their Parts as you are of yours, they never Act but 
when they os when the chief Indication of the 
Mind is in the Geſture, or indeed in caſe of Sorrow 
in no Geſture, except you were to Act a Widow, or 
ſo——But yours, you Dolts, is all in dumb. Show; 
dumb Show? I mean expreſſive eloquent Show: As 


who can fee ſuch an horrid ugly Phiz as that Fellqw's, 


and not be ſhock'd, offended and kill'd of all Joy 
while he beholds it? But we muſt not loiter-——Ye 
ſtupid Rogues, whom I have pick'd out of all the rub- 
biſn of Mankind, and fed for your eminent Worth- 
leſsneſs, attend, and know that I ſpeak you this Mo- 
ment ſtiff and immutable to all Senſe of Noiſe, Mirth 


or Laughter : [ Makes Mouths at em as they paſs by him 


20 bring em to a conſtant Countenance.] So, they are 


; .Þ! etty well pretty well 


Enter Truſty and Lord Brumpton, 
6 Tru. Twas fondneſs, Sir, and tender Duty to you, 
who have been ſo worthy and fo juſt a Maſter to me, 


made me ſtay near you; they left me ſo, and there 1 


J found you wake from your Lethargick Slumber; on 
which I will aflume an Authority to beſeech you, Sir, 


to make juſt uſe of your reviv'd Life, in ſeeing who 


are your true Friends, and knowing her who has ſo 
wrought upon your noble Nature, as to make it a& 
againſt it ſelf in Diſ-inheriting your brave Son. 
Lor. Sure tis impoſſible ſhe ſhould be ſuch a Crea- 
jure as you tell me My Mind reflects upon ten thou- 
ſand Endearments that plead unanſwerably for her: 
Her chaft reluctant Love, her eaſie Obſeryance of all 


my wayward Humours, to which ſhe would accom- | 


modate her ſelf with ſo much eaſe, I could ſcarce ob- 


ſerve it was a Virtue in her; ſhe hid her very Patience, 1 


| Tru. It Was all Art, Sir, or In difference to you, for 
what I ſay is downright matter of Fact. 


# 


ih 


WE 


— 7 
MIR) 
28 
[f , : 
Le 4 Z 
20 
* 
4 
* 
* 
. % * 
4 


STE F A-LA-MODE. 17 
d Tor, Why didit thou ever tell me it? or why not 
he in my Life-time, for I muſt call it ſo; nor can I date 
of © Minute mine, after her being Falſe, all paſt that Mo- 
ne ment is Death and Darkneſs: Why didſt thou not tell 
he me then, I ſay? 88 hn "9H | 
„Tru. Becauſe yon were too much in Love with her 


to be inform'd; nor did 1 ever know a Man that touch'd 
on Conjugal Affairs could ever reconcile the jarring. 
Humours, but in a common Hatred of the Intermed- 
Fer: But on this moſt extraordinary Occaſion, which 
Feems pointed out by Heav'n it ſelf to diſengage you 
From your Cruelty and Baniſhment of an Innocent 
Child, I muſt, I will conjure you to be conceal'd, and 
* but contain your ſelf, in hearing one Diſcourſe with 
u hat curs'd Inftrument of all her Secrets, that Tattleaid, 
3 and you'll ſee what I tell you, you'll call me then your 
Fen Guardian and good Genius. 
"HB Tor. Well you ſhall govern me, but would I haddy'd 
in earneſt ere I'd known it; my Head ſwims, as it did 
when! fell into my Fit, at the Thoughts of it How 
Hlizzy a Place is this World you live in! All Human 
Life's a mere Vertigo! 0 | 
Me, Tru. Ay, ay, my Lord, fine Reflections, fine Re- 
ere flections, but that does no Buſineſs : Thus, Sir, we'll 
on ſtand conceal'd, and hear, F doubt not, a much ſince- 


Sir, Fer Dialogue than uſual between vitious Perſons; for 
Who a late Accident has giv'n a little Jealouſie, which 
s ſo makes em over- act their Love and Confidence in each 
| act [ other. [They retire, 


* Enter Widow and Tattleaid meeting, and running 
1 | to each other. = 
Wid. Oh Tattleaid! His and our Hour is come! 

JTat. I always faid, by his Church- yard Cough, you'd 
pury him, but ſtill you were impatient — 
3 Wrid. Nay, thou haſt ever been my Comfort, m 
| Tonfident, my Friend, and my Servant; and now I'll. 
nce. 'Feward thy Pains ; for tho' I ſcorn the whole Sex of 
for Fellows, I'll give em hopes for thy ſake; every Smile, 

"very Frown, every Geſture, Humour, Caprice and 
himſey of mine, ſhall be Gold to thee Girl; thou = a 
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feel all the Sweet and Wealth of being a fine rich Wi- 
dow's Woman: Oh! how my Head runs my firſt Lear 
out, and jumps to all the Joys of Widow-hood! If 
| thirteen Months hence a Friend ſhould haul one to a 
Play one has a Mind to ſee, what Pleaſure *twill be, 
when my Lady Brumpton's Footman's call'd (who kept 
a Place for that very purpoſe) to make a ſudden In- 
ſurrection of fine Wigs in the Pit and Side-Boxes. 
Then, with a pretty Sorrow in ones Face, and a wil- 
ling Bluſh for being ſtar'd at, one ventures to look + 
round, and bow to one of ones: own Quality. Thus 
[very directly] to a ſmug pretending Fellow of no For- 
tune: Thus [as ſcarce ſeeing him] to one that writes 81 
Lampoons: Thus [fearfully] to One one really Loves 29 
Thus ¶ looking down]. to ones Woman-Acquaintance, 7 
from Box to Box thus: [ith Looks differently familiar) M 
And when one has done ones Part, obſerye the Actors 
do theirs, but with my Mind fixt not on thoſe 1 
look at, but thoſe that look at me——Then the See. 
renades! The Lovers! 4 

Tat. Oh Madam, you make my Heart bound with- 
in me; I'll warrant you, Madam, I'll manage em all; 
and indeed, Madam, the Men are really very filly Crea- ge 
tures, tis no ſuch hard matter They Rulers! They p 
Governors! J warrant you indeed! 1 

Wid. Ay Tattleaid, they imagine themſelves mighty 
Things, but Government founded on force only is a 
Brutal Power Wie rule them by their Affections, which 
blinds them into Belief that they rule us, or at leaſt are 
In the Government with us — But in this Nation our 
Power is Abſolute; Thus, thus, we ſway——{ Play- wi 
ing her Fan] A Fan is both the Standard, and the Flag 
of England: I laugh to ſee the Men go on our Errands, Fa 
ſtrut in Great Offices, live in Cares, Hazards and Scan- f py 
dals, to come home and be Fools to us in Brags of Myc 
their Diſpatches, Negotiations, and their W iſdoms— INM 
as my good dear Deceas'd us'd to entertain me; which 


N 


I, to relieye my ſelf from would liſp ſome ſilly Re- du 


queſt, pat him on the Face——He ſhakes his Head at . 


my pretty Folly, calls me Simple:on; gives me a pb 
| N | Jewel. 
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7 Grier A-LA-MODE 19 
_ Jewel, then goes to Bed ſo wiſe, ſo ſatisfied, and ſo de- 
Ser ee g! 4 | | | 
If Tat. But 1 proteſt, Madam, I've always wonder'd 


to a how you could accompliſh my young Lord's being di. 
be, inheritecd. „ | 
kept Mid. Why Tatty, you muſt know my late Lord 


In- how prettily that ſounds, my late Lord! But I ſay, my 
kes. late Lord Frible was Generoſity — I preſs'd him there, 


Wil- and whenever you, by my Order had told him Stories 


look 1 o my Son. in-Law's Diſadvantage, in his Rage and Re- 
Thus entment, I (whoſe Intereſt lay otherwiſe) always fell 


For- Ton my Knees to implore his Pardon, and with Tears, 


THES Sighs and Impertunities for him prevail'd againſt him 2 
es: Beſides this, you know | had when I pleas'd Fits; Fits 
nce; are a mighty help in the Government of a Good-natur'd 
bar] Man; but in an IIl- natur'd Fellow have a care of em 
ors he'll hate you for Natural Infirmities; will remember 
le, I your Face in its Diſtortion, and not value your Return 
e See of Beauty. | 

at. O rare Madam! your Lady ſhip's a great Head- 
with- piece; but now, dear Madam, is the hard Task, if I 


n all; may take the Liberty to ſay it—to enjoy all Free- 
Crea- doms, and ſeem to abſtain, to manage the number of 


They "Pretenders, and keep the Difobliged from prating 


[ 
7 


* 


5 + Wid. Never fear, Tattleaid ; while you have Riches, 
iphty if you affront one to Abuſe, you can give Hopes to ano- 
y 15 2 ther to defend you: Theſe Maxims I have been laying - 
whicli ſup all my Husband's Life-time, for we muſt provide 
ſt are againſt Calamities— | | 
n Our at. But now, Madam, a fine young Gentleman 
Play with a red Coat, that dances — IE 
e Flag 4 Wid. You may be ſure the happy Man (if it be in 
rands, Fate that there is an happy Man to make me an unhap- 
Scan- py Voman) ſhall not be an Old one again: Age and 
ags of M Youth married, is the cruelty in Dryden's Virgil, where 
nS-— Mexentius ties the dead and living together: I'm ſure 
which "I was ty'd to a dead Man many a long Day before I 
ly Re- Nurſt bury him — But the Day is now my own—— 
ead at ¶Vet now I think on't, Tattleaid, be ſure to keep an 
me a ſobſtinate Shyneſs to all our old Acquaintance : Let em 
ewel, . | | tall 
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talk of Favours if they pleaſe, if we grant 'em till 
they'll grow Tyrants to us; if we diſcard 'em, the Yoc 
Chaſt and Innocent will not believe we could have 
Confidence to do it, were it ſo; and the Wiſe, if 
they believe it, will applaud our Prudence, "4 
Tat. Ay, Madam — I believe, Madam—— I ſpeak, 
Madam, but my humble Senſe r. Cabinet would 
marry you. | | 
Wid. Marry me! No, Tattleaid. He that is ſo mean 
as to marry a Woman after an affair with her, will 
be ſo baſe as to upbraid that very Weakneſs : He that 
marries his Wench will uſe her like his Wench —- 
Such a pair muſt ſure live in a ſecret mutual Scorn of 
each other — and Wedlock is Hell, if atleaſt one Side 
does not Love, as it would be Heav'n if both did; and 
I believe it fo much Heav'n, as to think it was never 
enjoy'd in this World, h 
EE Enter a Woman, 4 
Mom. A Gentleman to Mrs. Tattleaid——|[ Ex. Tat. 
Mid. Go to him—Bleſs me, how careleſs and open 
have I been to this ſubtle Creature in the Caſe of Cabi- D 

net, ſhe's certainly in his Intereſts ——- We People of 
Condition are never guarded enough againſt thoſe a- 
bout us: They watch when our Minds boil over with ; 
Joy, or Grief, to come in upon us: How miſerable 'tis 
to have One one hates always about one, and when 
one can't endure ones own Reflection upon ſome Ac- 
tions, who can bear the Thoughts of another upon em: 
But ſhe has me by deep deep Secrets The Italians, l: 
they ſay, can readily remove the too much intruſted-— Yi 
Oh their pretty ſcented Gloves! This Wench I know has 
play'd me falſe, and horn'd me in my Gallants : Oh 
Italy, I could refign all my Female Ergliſh Liberty to 
thee, for thy much dearer Female Pleaſure, Revenge! d 
Well, what's the Matter, dear Tatty 
| 2 Enter Tattleaid. | : 
"Tat. The Matter, Madam? why Madam, Counſel- 
lor Puzzle is come to wait on your Ladyſhip about the 
Will, and the Conveyance of the Eftate——there muſt, 
it feems, be no time loſt for fear of things; Fie, fie, 
| | Madam, 


n ſtill 


„ the 
have 


iſe, if * 


ö thinks I would a little prepare her. 


"ike themſelves; now this Gentleman intirel 
me, and I made the only uſe a Man of Buſineſs can 
of a Truſt, I cheated him; for I, imperceptibly, be- 
fore his Face made his whole Eſtate liable to an Hun- 
Fdred fer Aznum for my ſelf, for good Services, c. 
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Madam, you a Vidow theſe three Hours, and not 
Jook'd on a Parchment yet — Oh Impious, to neglect 
the Will of the Dead! DP . 

id. As you ſay indeed, there is no Will of an Huſ- 
"band's ſo willingly Obey'd as his Laſt, But I muſt go 
in, and receive him in my Formalities, leaning on a 
Couch, as neceſſary a Poſture as his going behind his 
Desk when he ſpeaks to a Client— But do you bring 
Him in hither *cill I am ready [ Exit, 
-3 Tat. Mr, Counſellor, Mr. Counſellor—— [Calling. 
* Enter Puzzle and Clerk. 8 
Pux. Servant good Madam Tartleaid, my ancient 
Friend is gone, but Buſineſs muſt be minded 
at. I told my Lady twice or thrice, as ſhe lies in 
dumb Grief on the Couch within, that you were here, 


1 
$4 
"19 
= 
= 
2 


but ſhe regarded me not; however, ſince you ſay tis of 


ſuch Moment, I'Il venture to introduce you : pleaſe 
but to repoſe here a little while I ſtep in; for me- 
: Exit Tattleaid. 
Puz. Alas! Alas! Poor Lady! 


i. FDamn'd Hypocrites ! Well, this Noble's Deathis a lit- 


le ſudden: Therefore pray let me recolle& : Open 


the Bag good Tom; now Tom thou art my Nephew, 


my dear Siſter Kate's only Son, and my Heir, there- 
fore I will conceal from thee on no Occaſion any thing; 
for I would enter thee into Buſineſs as ſoon as poſſibfe 
Know then, Child, that the Lord of this Houſe was 


one of your Men of Honour, and Senſe, who loſe the 


latter in the former, and are apt to take all Men to be 
truſted 


As for Legacies, they are good or not, as I pleaſe; 
for let me tell you, a Man muſt take Pen, Ink and 


Paper, fit down by an old Fellow, and pretend to 
take Directions, but a True Lawyer never makes any 
an's Will but his own; and as the Prieſt of 


old a- 
mong 
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mong us got near the dying Man, and gave all to the 
Church, ſo now the Lawyer gives all to the Law, 
Clerk, Ay Sir, but Prieſts then cheated the Nation 
by doing their Offices in an unknown Language. 
Pux. True, but ours is a way much ſurer, for we 


cheat in no Language at all, but loll in our own * 


Coaches, eloquent in Gibbriſh, and learned in Jug- 
gle, _— Pull out the Parchment, there's the Deed, I 
made it as long as 1 could -— Well, I hope to fee the 
Day, when the Indenture ſhall be the exact meaſure 
of the Land that paſſes by it =—= For tis a Diſcourage- 


ment to the Gown; that every Ignorant Rogue of 


an Heir fhould in a Word or two underſtand his Fa- 


ther's Meaning, and hold ten Acres of Land by half an 
Acre of Parchment 


What's the firſt Excellence in a 


thou Tautology 
Lawyer? Tautology : What the ſecond? Tautology : 


What the third? Tautology: as an old Pleader ſaid x 


of Action: But turn to the Deed; | Pulls out an immea- 


ſurable Parchment,] for the Will is of no force if I 4 


r for he was not capable of making one after the 


ormer — as I manag'd it upon which account I I 
now wait on my Lady; by the way, do you know, 4 


the true Meaning of the Word a Deed? 


Clerk. Ay, Sir, a Deedis as if a Man ſhould ſay the 2 


'Deed. | 


Puz. Right: Tis emphatically ſo call'd, becauſe af. 
ter it — all Deeds and Actions are of no effect, and 
you have nothing to do but _ your ſelf —— te I 

o — But I was 
telling you the Uſe of Tautology — Read toward the 
middle of that Inſtrument; [ Clerł reads] I the ſaid Ear! 
ec 
over and above the ſaid Premiſes, all the Scite and 


only obliging thing you can then 


of Brumpton, do give, beſtow, grant and bequeath, 
Capital Meſſuage call'd by the Name of Oatham, and 


9 


Nay, I hope to ſee the time 
when that there is indeed ſome Progreſs made in, 
ſhall be wholly effected; and by the Improvement f 
the noble Art of Tautology every Inn in Holborn an 
Inn of Court — Let others think of Logick, Rheto- 
rick, and I know not what Impertinence, but mind $i 
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all Out-houſes, Barns, Stables and other Ædifices and 
Buildings, Yards, Orchards, Gardens, Fields, Arbors, 
Trees, Lands, Earths, Meadows, Greens, Paſtures, 
Feedings, Woods, Underwoods, Ways, Waters, Wa- 
we tercourfes, Fiſhings, Ponds, Pools, Commons, Com- 
wn mon of Paſture, Paths, Heath-Thickets, Profits, Com- 
ſug- modities and Emoluments, with their and every of 
d, I their Appurtenances whatſoever, Fg 

the to the ſaid Capital Meſſuage and eee 
ſure Scite belonging, or in any wiſe non, Words are re- 


appertaining, or with the ſame peating, whom L. B. 
ſcornfully mimicks. 


3 heretofore uſed, occupied or en- 
joy'd, accepted, executed, known, 
or taken as part, parcel, or member of the ſame; con- 
time taining in the whole, by Eſtimation, four hundred 
Acres of the large Meaſure, or thereabouts, be the 
t of ſame more or leſs; all and ſingular which the ſaid. 
Scite Capital Meſſuage and other the Premiſſes, with 
their and every of their Appurtenances are ſituate, ly- 
ing and being —— | | 

Pux. Hold, hold, good Tom; you do come on in- 
deed in Buſineſs, but don't uſe your Noſe enough in 
Keading Reads in a Ridiculous Lau- Tone, till out 


. 
0 


mea - of Breath] Why you're quite out you Read to be 
if I Underſtood let me ſee it I the ſaid Ear! 

Now again, ſuppoſe this were to be in Latin 
3 [Runs into Latin Terminations] Making Latin, is only 
making it no Engliſh Ego Predith —— Comes de 
3 Brumpton——Totas meas Barnos Outhouſas & Sta- 
Zbulas ——Yardos — But there needs no further peru- 
Zfal——TI now recolle& the whole — my Lord, by 
ſe af- this Inſtrument, Diſ-inherits his Son utterly—— gives 


and Yall to my Lady——and moreover, grants the Wards 

— te of two Fortune-Wards to her — Id eft, to be Sold 

| was by her; which is the Subject of my Bufineſs to her 

d-the ® ee. who methinks a little overdoes the Affair 

| Ear] ef Grief, in letting me wait thus long on ſuch wel- 

eath, come Articles — But here  - 5 | 

e and Enter Tattleaid wiping her Eyes. 

, and att. 1 have in vain done all I can to make her re- 
all | gard 
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gard me Pray Mr. Puzzle, you're a Man of Senſe, 
come in your ſelf, and ſpeak Reaſon, to bring her to 


| ſome Conſideration of her ſelf, if poſſible. 


Pux. Tom, I'll come down to the Hall to you; dear 
Madam, lead on. | 1 
Ex. Clerk one way, Puz. Tatt. another. 
Ld. Brumpton and Truſty advance from their Conceal. 
ment after a long Pauſe, and ſtaring at each other. 
Ld, B. Truſty, on thy Sincerity, on thy Fidelity to 
me thy Friend, thy Patron, and thy Maſter, anſwer 
me directly to one Queſtion: Am I really Alive? am 
I that Identical, that Numerical, that very ſame Lord i 
Brumpton, that | 7 
Tru. That very Lord — that very Lord Brumpton, 
the very generous, honeſt and good Lord Brumpton, 
who ſpent his ſtrong and riper Years with Honour 
and Reputation; but in his Age of Decay declin'd from 
Virtue alſo-—— that very Lord Brumpton who buried 


a fine Lady, who brought him a fine Son, who is a 4 
fine Gentleman; but in his Age, that very Man, unſea- | 


ſonably captivated with Youth and Beauty, married 
a very fine young Lady, who has diſhonour'd his Bed, 
difinherited his brave Son, and dances o'er his Grave, 
Ld. B. Oh! That damn'd Tautologiſt too — That 
Puzzle and his Irrevocable Deed! [Pauſing] Well, I 
know I do not really Live, but wander o'er the Place 
where once I had a Treaſure——1'll haunt her, Truſty, 
gaze in that falſe Beauteous Face, till ſhe trembles, 
*till ſhe looks pale, nay 'till ſhe bluſnes —— "4 
Tru. Ay, ay, my Lord, you ſpeak a Ghoſt yery 
much, there's Fleſh and Blood in that Expreſſion, that 
falſe beauteous Face ! | 3 1 
Ld. B. Then ſince you ſee my Weakneſs, be a 
Friend, and arm me with all your Care, and all your 
Reaſon - _ F t + 
Tru. If you'll condeſcend to let me direct you —— 
you ſhall cut off this rotten Limb, your falſe diſloyal 7? 
Wife, and ſave your noble Parts, your Son, your Fa- 
mily, your Honour... 1 
HS hort is the Date in which Il Acts prevail, 
But Honeſty's a Rock can ne ver fail, 
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d. H. NON indeed I am utterly undone, but 
38 | to expect an Evil ſoftens the weight of 
it when it happens, and Pain no more than Pleaſure - 
is in reality ſo great as in Expectation: But what will 
become of me? How ſhall I keep my ſelf even above 
+ Wocrldly Want? Shall I live at Home a ſtiff melancho- 
ly poor Man of Quality, 2 uneaſy to my Acquain- 
tance as well as my ſelf, by nar 2-4 I'm lighted 
where I am not; with all the thouſand Particularities 
which attend thoſe whom low Fortune and high Spi- 
rit make Malecontents? No! We've a brave Prince on 
the Throne, whoſe Commiſſion I bear, and a glorious 
2 War in an honeſt Cauſe approaching, {[Clapping his 


Bed 5 Hand on his Sword] in which this ſhall cut Bread for 
ny me, and may perhaps equal that Eſtate to which my 


That Firth entitled me — But what to do in preſent Preſ- 


ell. 1 9 ſures— Ha! Trim. Calling. 
g 1 | Enter Trim. 

Place : 

ruſty, Tim. My Lord. | | 

wles, £4. H. How do the poor Rogues that are to Re- 

Cruit my Company: | 


> Trim, Do, Sir! They've eat you to your laſt Guinea, 
* ö Ld. H. Were you at the e | E N 
"8 Tr I 
tes 4 H, Well? And how ? | 
Trim. Why, Sir, for your Arrears, you may have 
eleven Shillings in the Pound; but he'll not touch 
2 your growing Subſiſtence under three Shillings in the 
loyal Pound Intereſt — beſides which, you muff let his 
J Clerk Jonathan Item, Swear the Peace againſt you to 
keep you from Duelling— or Inſure your Life, 
which you may do for * per Cent. On theſe Terms 
* | 2 he Ill 
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_ Jeſs happy Friends. 
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he'll oblige you, which he would not do for any 
mou elſe in the Regiment, but he has a Friendſhip 
or you. | | 1 | 

_ Td. H. Oh, I'm his humble Servant; but he muſt 
have his own Terms, we can't Starve, nor muſt my 
Fellows want: But methinks this is a calm Midnight, 
I've heard no Duns to Day — 

Trim, Duns, my Lord? Why now your Father's 
Dead, and they can't Arreſt you ; I ſhall grow alittle 
leſs upon the ſmooth with 'em than I have been: 
Why Friend, ſays I, how often muſt I tell you my 
Lord is not ſtirring: His Lordſhip has not ſlept well, 
you muſt come ſome other time, your Lordſhip will 
ſend for, him when you are at leiſure to look upon 
Mony-Affairs; or if they are ſo Sawcy, ſo Imper- 
tinent as to preſs to a Man of your Quality for their 
own A there are Canes, there's Bridewell, there's the 


Stocks for vour ordinary Tradeſmen. But to an 


haughty thriving Covexe-Garden Mercer, Silk or Lace- 
man, your Lordſhip gives your moſt humble Service 
to him, hopes his Wife's well ; you have Letters to 
Write, or you'd ſee him your ſelf, but you deſire he 
would be with you punctually ſuch a Day, that's to 
ſay, the Day after you are gone out of Town. 

Ld. H. Go, Sirrak, you're Scurrilous, I won't be- 


| lieve there are ſuch Men of Quality —— d'ye hear, 


give my Service this Afternoon to Mr. Cutpurſe the A- 
gent, and tell him I'm oblig'd to him for his readineſs 
to ſerve me, for I'm reſolv'd to pay my Debts forth- 
With — [ 4 Voice without. 
I don't know whether he's within, or not: Mr, Trim, 
is my Lord within ? 
Ld, H. Trim, ſee who it is, I an't within you 
know — | 5 [Trim without 
Les, Sir, my Lord's above, pray walk up —— 
Ld, H. Who can it be? he owns me too. | 
Enter Camply and Trim 
Dear Tom Camply, this is kind 


a noble Fortune can be ſtil your ſelf, and viſit your 


Cam. 


vou are an extraor- 
dinary Man indeed, who in the ſudden Acceſſion of 


Cam. No, you are, my Lord, the extraordinary 

Man, who on the loſs of an almoſt Princely Fortune, 
can be Maſter of a Temper, that makes you the Envy, 
rather than Pity of your more fortunate, not more 

7 happy Friends. ; 

Ia. H. Oh Sir, your Servant — but let me gaze 

on thee a little ——1 han't ſeen thee ſince I came home 


ww 
br 


nd 


into England moſt Exactly, Negligently, Gentile- 

* ly Dreſs'd! 1 know there's more than Ordinary in 

: this — {beating Campley's Breaſt] Come,— Con- 

4 feſs, who ſhares with me here — I muſt have her 

, real and poetical Name Come — She's in Sonnet, 

1 Cynthia In Proſe, Miſtreſs. | ; 

n Cam. One you little dream of, tho' ſhe is in a 

manner of your placing there, 

T I. H. My placing there? 

Cam. Why, my Lord, all the fine things you've 

n ſaid to me in the Camp of my Lady Sharlot, your 

0 Father's Ward, ran in my Head ſo very much, that 

8 Il made it my Buſineſs to become acquainted in that 

to Family, which I did by Mr. Cabinet's means, and am 

he * now in Love in the ſame Place with your Lordſhip. 

to © Td. H. How ! in Love in the ſame Place with me, 
Mr. Campley ? ot | 

Cam. Ay, my Lord, with tother Siſter, with 

at's to'ther Siſter. 

2 Id. H, What a Dunce was I, not to know which, 


ch without your naming her? Why, thou art the only 


Man breathing fit to deal with her — But my Lady 
ur, 9 Sharlot, there's a Woman So eaſily virtuous! —— 
{My So agreeably ſevere ! Her Motion ſo unaffected, yet 

ſo compos'd ! Her Lips breathe nothing but Truth, good 
ou * Senſe, and flowing Wit. 5 
20ut Cam. Lady Harriot! there's the Woman, ſuch Life, 

ſuch Spirit, ſuch Warmth in her Eyes Such a lively com- 
manding Air in her Glances; ſo ſpritely a Mien, that 
3 carries in it the Triumph of conſcious Beauty; her 


Lips are made of Gum, and Balm — There's 
n of ſomething in that dear Girl that fires my Blood Above 
our — Above — Aboye —— | 66 
; | Ld. H, 
B 2 
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Ld. H. Above what: 1 
Cam. A Granadier's March. Os 
Ld, H. A ſoft Simile, I muſt confeſs———butoh that 


Sharlot! to recline this aching: Head, full of Care, on 


that tender, ſnowy —— faithful Boſom ! 
Cam. Oh that Harriot! to Embrace that Beaute- 


ou — | 
Ld; H. Ay Tom; but methinks your Head runs too 
much on the Wedding-Night only, to make your 


Happineſs laſting, mine is fixt on the married State; 


I expect my Felicity from Lady Sharlot, in her Friend- 
ſhip, her Conſtancy, her Piety, her houſhold Cares, 


her maternal Tenderneſs — You think not of any 


Excellence of your Miſtreſs, that is more than Skin- 


deep —— | 

Sug When I know her further than Skin-deep, 
I'll tell you more of my Mind. 

Ld. H. Oh fie TIam, how can you talk ſo lightly of 
a Woman you love with Honour — But tell me, I 
wonder how you make your Approaches in beſieging 


ſuch a ſort of Creature; fhe that loves Addreſſes, 


Gallantry, Fiddles? That Reigns and Delights in a 
crowd of Admirers —— If I know her, ſhe is one of 
thoſe you may eaſily have a general Acquaintance 
with, but hard to make Particular — _ 


Cam. You underſtand her very well — You muſt 


know 1 put her out of all her Play by carrying it in 
an humourous Manner; I took care in all my Actions, 


before I diſcover'd the Lover, that ſhe ſhonld in ge- 
neral have a good Opinion of me; and have ever ſince 


behaw'd my ſelf with all the good Humour and Eaſe 
I was able; ſo that ſne is now extremely at a Loſs, 


how to throw me from the Familiarity of an Ac- 


quaintance, into the Diſtance of a Lover; but 1 laugh 


her out of it; when ſhe begins to frown, and look 
rave at my Mirth, I mimick her till ſne burſts out 


Inh „ 
Id. H. That's ridiculous enough, 


Cam, By Cabinet's Intereſt over my Lady Brumpton, 
with Gold and Flattery to Mrs. Fardingale, an old 


4 Maid 


/ 


os N 


with half the Reſolution you have under mine, for to 


are Vigilant, out o 


- d' 
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Maid her Lady ſhip has plac'd about the young Ladies, 
I have eaſy acceſs at all times, and am this very Day 
to be admitted by her into their Apartment — L 
have found you muſt know that ſhe is my Relati- 
on | l | x 
d. H. Her Ladyſhip has choſe an odd Companion 
for young Ladies — _ „ 
Cam. Oh my Lady's a Politician; ſhe told Tattleaid 
one Day, that an old Maid was the beſt Guard for 
young Ones, for they, like Eunuchs in a Seraglio, 
Envy of Enjoyments they can- 
not themſelves arrive at — But, as I was ſaying, I've 


ſent my Couſin Fardingale a Song, which ſhe and I 


are to practiſe to the Spinet —— The young Ladies 
will be by and I am to be left alone with Lady 
Harriot, then I deſign to make my grand Attack, and 


to Day win or loſe her: I know, Sir, this is an Op- 


ortunity you want — If you'll meet me at Tom's, 
ave a Letter ready, I']l my ſelf deliver it to your 
Miſtreſs, conduct you into the 'Houſe, and tell her 
you are there — and find means to place you toge- 
ther —— You muſt march under my Command to 
day, as I have many a one under yours 
Lad. H. But faith Tom 1 ſhall not behaye m 


ſelf 


confeſs my Weakneſs, tho' I know ſhe loves me, tho” 
I know ſhe is as ſteadfaſtly mine, as her heart can 


make her —— I know not how I have ſo ſublime an 
Idea of her high Value, and ſuch a melting Tender- 


neſs diſſolves my whole Frame, when I am near her, 


4 that my Tongue faulters, my Nerves ſhake, and my 


Heart ſo alternately ſinks and riſes, that my premedi- 


tated Reſolves vaniſh into Confuſion, down-caſt Eyes, 
and broken Utterance — 


Cam. Ha! ha! ha! this in a Campagner too! Why, 


3 my Lord, that's the Condition Harriot would have me 
in, and then ſhe thinks The could have me; but I, 


Iz 
£ gr 1 


that know her better than ſhe does her ſelf, know 


3 ſhe'd infult me, and lead meia two Years Dance long- 
. er, and perhaps in the End turn me into the Herd of 
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the many neglected Men of better Senſe, who have 


been ridiculous for her Sake — But I ſhall make her 
no ſuch Sacrifice 
Woman of ſo ſolid an Underſtanding, I don't know 


'Tis well my Lady Sharlot's a 


another that would not uſe you ill for your high 


Value 


Td. H. But, Tom, I muſt ſee your Song you've 
ſent your Couſin Fardingale, as you call her, 

Cam, This is lucky enough. [ Aſede. 
No hang it, my Lord, a Man makes ſo filly a Figure 
when his Verſes are reading — Trim Thou haſt 
not left off thy Loving and thy Rhiming, Trim's a 
Critick, 1 remember him a Serviteur at Oxoz, | gives 
a Paper to Trim —— |] Igive my ſelf into his Hands, 
becauſe you ſhan't ſee em 'till I'm gone. 

My Lord, your Servant, you ſhan't ſtir. 

Ld. H. Nor you neither then, [ Struggling. 

Cam. You will be obey'd. 

| [Exeunt, Lord Hardy waits on him down. 

Trim. What's in this Song — Ha — don't my Eyes 


deceive me — a Bill of Three Hundred Pounds 


Mr. Casn, 


PN Y pay to Mr. William Trim, or Bearer, the 


Sum of Three Hundred Pounds, and place it to the 
Accompt of, 


S135: 
Your Humble Servant, 


Thomas Campley. 


Pulling off his Hat and Bowing.] Your very humble 
Servant, good Mr, Campley. Ay, this is Poetry. this 


is a Song indeed! Faith I'll ſet it, and ſing it myſelf _ 
— Pray pay to Mr. William Trim --— ſo far in Reci- 


tativo —= Three Hundred, [ſinging ridiculouſly — ] 
Hun — dred —— Hundred Hundred thrice re- 
peated, becauſe *tis three Hundred Pounds, I love 
Repetitions in Muſick, when there's a good Reaſon 


for it, Po—— unds after the Italian manner —— If 
they'd bring me ſuch ſenſible Words as theſe, I'd out- 


{trip 
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ſtrip all your Compoſers, for the Muſick Prize — 
This was honeſtly done of Mr. Campley —— Tho' L 


have carry'd him many a Purſe from my Maſter when 


he was Enſign to our Company in Flanders —— 
| Enter Lord Hardy. 
My Lord, I am your Lordſhip's humble Servant. 

Ld. B. Sir, your humble Servant. But pray, my 
good familiar Friend, how come you to be ſo very 
much my humble Servant all of a ſudden ? 

Trim. P beg Pardon, dear Sir, my Lord, I am not 


pour humble Servant. | 


_ Id. H. No? 
Trim. Yes, my Lord, I am, but not as you mean 


D but Jam — I am, my Lord in ſhort I'm 
overjoy'd. | 


La, EH. Overjoy'd! Thou'rt diſtracted —— what ails 
the Fellow —— Where's Campley's Song ? 
Trim. Oh! my Lord, one would not think 'twas in 


him, Mr. Campley's really a very great Poet —— as for 


the Song, *tis only as they all end in Rhime —— Ow 
—— W oe——lfſes——Kiſſes——Boy——Joy—-- Bur, 
my Lord, the other in long Heroick Blank Verſe, 
Reading it with a great Tong —— 

Pray pay to Mr. Wyliam Trim, or Order, the Sumof —- 
How ſweetly it runs? —— Pactolian Guineas chink 
every Line —— ES: | 

Ld. H. How very handſomely this was done in 
Campley? I wonder'd indeed he was ſo willing to 
ſhew his Verſes —— in how careleſs a manner that 
Fellow does the greateſt Actions! —— | 

Trim, My Lord, pray my Lord, ſhan't I go imme- 
diately to Cutpur ſe s? | | 

Ld. H. No,Sirrah——now we've nooccaſion for it — 

Trim. No, my Lord, only to ſtare him full in the 
Face after I've receiv'd this Mony, not ſay a Word, 
but keep 1 5 Hat on, and walk out —— Or perhaps 
not hear, if any I meet with ſpeak to me —— Bur 
grow Stiff, Deaf, and Shortſighted to all my old Ac- 
quaintance, like a ſudden rich Man as I am —— Or 


perhaps, my Lord, Cutpurſe's Clerk to let me 


4 leave 
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jeave Fifty Pounds at their Houſe, payable to Mr. Wil. 
liam Trim, or Order —— 'till I come that way —— or 


a Month or two hence, may have occafion for it —— 
I don't know what Bills may be drawn upon me 


hen when the Clerk begins to ſtare at me, till he 
ulls the great Gooſe-quill from behind his Ear —— 
{ Pulls a haudful of Farthings out ——] I fall a reckon- 


ing the Pieces as I do theſe Farthings, 


Tad. H. Well, Sirrah, you may have your Humour, 
but beſure you take Fourſcore Pounds, and pay my 


Debts immediately —— if you meet any Officer you 


ever ſee me in Company with that looks grave at 
Cutpurſe's Houſe, tell him I'd ſpeak with him—— We 


My Good or Ill in her alone is found, 
And in that Thought all other Cares are drown'd, [Ex, 


Enter Sable, Lord Brumpton, and Truſty, 

Sab. Why, my Lord, you can't in Conſcience put 
me off ſo; I muſt do according to my Orders, cut you 
up, and Embalm you, except you'll come down a 
little deeper than you talk of, you den't conſider the 


Charges I have been at already. 


Ld. B. Charges? for what? 
Sab. Firſt, Twenty Guineas to my Lady's Woman 


for notice ef your Death (a Fee I've, before now, 
known the Widow herſelf go halfs in) but no mat- 


ter for that — in the next place, Ten Pounds for watch- 
ing you all your long fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter 
Ld, B. Watching me? Why I had none but my own 
Servants by turns —— | . | 
Sab. I mean attending to give notice of your Death; 
I had all your long fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter, at Half 
a Crown a Day, a Fellow waiting at your Gate to 
bring me Intelligence, but you unfortunately Reco- 
verd. and I loft all my obliging Pains for your Ser- 
—Z OT TT OILY 1 


| Ld, B. 


muſt help our Friends But learn Moderation, you 
Rogue, in your Good- Fortune; be at home all the 
Evening after, while I wait at Tom's to meet Campley 
in order to ſee Lady Sharlot——= : . | 
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Ld. B. Ha! ha! ha! Sable, thou art a very impudent 


Or |} Fellow, Half a Crown a Day to attend my Deceaſe, 
and doſt thou reckon it to me — | 


i Sab. Look you Gentlemen, don't ſtand ſtaring at 
he me — I have a Book at home which I call my 


Dooms-Day-Book, where I have every Man of Qua- 
lity's Age and Diſtemper in Town, and know when 
vou ſhould drop — Nay, my Lord, if you had re- 
flected upon your Mortality half ſo much as poor I 
have for you, you would not deſire to return to Life 
thus — in ſhort I cannot keep this a Secret, under the 
whole Mony I am to have for Burying you. 5 
* T4. B. Truſty; if you think it ſafe in you to obey 
my Orders after the Deed Puzzle told his Clerk of, 
pay it him | | 
Tru. I ſhould be glad to give it out of my own 
Pocket, rather than be without the Satisfaction of 
ſieeing you Witneſs to it. 


Ex. Ld. B. I heartily believe thee, dear Truſty —— 
Ex. 
| Sab. Then, my Lord, the Secret of your heing 

alive, is now ſafe with me. 

put Tru, I'll warrant I'll be reveng'd of this unconſcio- 

Jolt nable Dog ——[ Aſide] My Lord, you muſt to your Clo- 

ta ſet I fear ſome body's coming = | 

1 e kExeunt. Sable one way, Ld. B. and Truſty another. 
: SCENE draws and diſcovers Lady Sharlot reading 

man | at a Table Lady Harriot playing at a Glaſs to and 

ow, fro, and viewing herſelf. | 

mat- I. Ha. Nay, good Sage Siſter, you may as well 

itch- Talk to me, [Looking at her ſelf as ſhe ſpeaks] as ſit 

— ſtaring at a Book which I know you can't attend 

ow Good Dr. Lucas may have writ there what he pleaſes, 
but there's no putting Francis Lord Hardy, now Earl 

ath; of Brumpton, out of your Head, or making him abſence 

w_ from your Eyes, do but look at me now, and deny 


it if you can 

.eco- > L, 5h. You are the maddeſt Gir. Smiling. 
Ser- * L. Ba. Look ye, I knew you could not ſay it and 
45. Þ3 forbear Laughing ¶ Looking over Sharlot] Oh] ſee his 
. 9 B . | N ame 
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Name as plain as you do——F--r--a--2 Fran- c. i· s cis, 
Francis, tis in every Line of the Book. 
Ti. Sh. [Riſing] Tis in vain, I fee, to mind any 
thing in ſuch impertinent Company --— but granting 
*twere as you ſay, as to my Lord Hardy —-'tis more 
excuſable to admire another than one's ſelf —— 
L. Ha. No, I think not —— Yes, I grant you than 
really to be vain at one's Perſon, but I don't admire 
my {af —— Piſh! 1 don't believe my Eyes have that 
Softneſs —— | Looking in the Glaſs] They an't ſo pier- 
cing : No, 'tis only Stuff the Men will be talking 
Some People are ſuch Admirers of Teeth —— Lord what 
ſignifies Teeth? [Showing her Teeth.] A very Black-a- 
8 moor has as white Teeth as I No, Siſter, I don't 
admire my ſelf, but I've a Spirit of Contradiion in 
me: I don't know I'm in Love with my ſelf, only to 
Rival the Men —— 5 
Z. Sh. Ay, but Mr. Campley will gain Ground ey'n _ 
of that Rival of his, your dear ſel. | 

IT. Ha. Oh! what have I done to you, that you ſhould 
name that inſolent Intruder — A confident Opiniona- 
tive Fop —- No indeed, if I am, as a Poetical Lover 
of mine ſigh'd and ſung of both Sexes, 
| The Publick Envy, and the Publick Care, 
I ſhan't be ſo eaſily catch'd—-I thank him — I want 
but to be: ſure, I ſhou'd heartily Torment him, by Ba- 
niſhing him, and then conſider whether he ſhould de- 
part this Life, or not. 

L. SH. Indeed, Siſter, to be ſerious with you, this 
Vanity in your Humour does not at all become you! 

L. Ha. Vanity | All the matter is, we gay People 
are more Sincere than you wiſe Folks :: All your Life's 
an Art —-- Speak your Soul —-- Look you there 
f Halling her to the Glaſs) Are not you ſtruck with a 
ſecret Pleafure, when you view that Bloom in your 
Looks, that Harmony in your Shape, that Promptitude 
of your Mien! 55 | 175 

T. Sh. Well, Simpleton, if I am at firſt ſo ſilly, as 

to be a little taken with my ſelf, I know it a Fault, 
and take pains to correct it ; 
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I, Ha, Pſaw! Pſaw! talk this muſty Tale to Old 
Mrs. Fardingale, tis too ſoon for me to think at that 
rate 

L. Sh. They that think it too foon to underſtand 
themſelves, will very ſoon find it too late —- But tell 
me honeſtly, don't you like Campley a 

L. Ha, The Fellow is not to be Abhorr'd, if the 
forward Thing did not think of getting me ſo eaſily — 
Oh — l hate a Heart I can't break when I pleaſe — 
W hat makes the Value of dear China, but that 'tis ſo 
brittle ? —- were it not for that, you might as well 
have ſtone Mugs in your Cloſet 

L. SH. Hiſt, hiſt, here's Fardingale =———_—_ 

Enter Fardingale. 

Far. Lady Harriot, Lady Sharlot —— I'll entertain 
you now, I've a new Song juſt come hot out of the 
Poet's Brain: Lady Sharlot, my Couſin Campley writ 
it, and 'tis Set to a pretty Air, I warrant you. 

L. Ha, Tis like to be pretty indeed, of his Wri- 
ting. [ Flings away. 

Far. Come, come —- this is not one of your Tring- 
ham Trangham witty things, that your poor Poets 
write, no, tis well known my Couſin Campley has 


Two thouſand Pounds a Year — But this is all Difſimu- 


lation in you. 
L. Sh. Tis ſo indeed, for your Couſin's Song's very 
pretty, Mrs. Fardingale. | 


Reads. 


Let not Love on me beſtow, 

Soft Diftreſs, and tender Woe ; 

I know none but ſubſtantial Blifſes, 
Eager Glances, ſolid Kiſſes; 

T know not what the Lovers feign, 
Of finer Pleaſure mix*d with Pain; 
Then prithee give me, gentle Boy, 
None of thy Grief, but all thy Joy, 


But Harriot thinks that a little unreaſonable, to expect 
one without enduring t'other, b 
Enter 
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18 | Enter Servant. | 

Ser. There's your Couſin Campley to wait on you 
without OP ET TIE TH . FEA 
Far. Let him come in-----we ſhall have the Song 
now | 0 


| Enter Campley. | . 

Cam. Ladies, your moſt obedient Servant — our 
Servant, Lady Sharlot——Servant, Lady Harriot—— 
f Harriot looks grave upon him] What's the Matter, dear 
Lady Harriot— Not well? I proteſt to you I'm migh- 
tily concern'd-——| pulls out a Bottle] This is a moſt 
excellent Spirit—ſnuff it up, Madam -— 

T. Ha. Piſh—the familiar Coxcomb frets me heartily- 

Cam. Twill over, I hope, immediately. 

TL. SH. Your Couſin Fardingale has ſhown us ſome of 
your Poetry; there's the Spinet, Mr, Campley, I know 
you're ' Muſical. 2 
Cam. She ſhould not have eall'd it my Poetry. 
Far. No: Who waits there - Pray bring my Lute 
out of the next Rom — _ „„ 

Enter Servant with a Lute, 
You muft know I con'd this Sons before I came in, 
and find it will go to an excellent Air of old Mr. Laws's, 
who was my Mother's intimate Acquaintance; my 
Mother's, what do I talk of ? I mean my Grand-Mo- 
ther's— Oh here's the Lute—Couſin Campley, hold the 
Song upon your Hat. [aſide to him] Tis a pretty 
Gallantry to a Relation. | 
Sings and Squales. 
Let not Love, &c. 
Oh! I have left off theſe things many a Day, 

Camp. No; I profeſs, Madam, you do it admirably 
but are not afſur'd enough Take it higher ¶ in her own 
Squale) Thus—1I know your Voice will bear it. 

Z. Ha. Oh hideous! Oh the groſs Flatterer— 1 ſhall 
burſt—Mrs, Fardingale, pray go on, the Muſick fits 
the Words molt aptly— Take it higher, as your Cou- 
fin adviſes ?: V © RE 
Far. Oh dear Madam, do you really like it—I do 
it purely to pleaſe you for I can't fing, alas! * 
| | | : Mn Es 


7 
3 
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Ti. Sh. We know it, good Madam, we know it—— 
But pray — 9 1 = 
Far. Let not Love, and ſubſtantial Bliſſes, is lively e- 


1 nough, and ran accordingly in the Tune [ Curtſies ta 
3 o - 

7 the Company] Now I took it higher. 

I. Ha. Incomparably done! nothing ean equal it, 


except your Coulin ſang his own Poetry — 
TH : | 


Cam. Madam, from my Lord Hardy Deliver: 
2 Letter to Lady Sharlot]. How do you ſay, my Lady 


Harriot, except I ſing it my ſelf 2. then 1 affure you I. 
L. Sh. 1 han't patience, I muſt go read my Letter. 
5 „ 
Cam, Sings, Let not Love, &c. . 
Far. Bleſs me, what becomes of Lady Sharlot? 
a Wn | | =— I Exir. 
L Ha. Mrs. Fardingale, Mrs. Fardingale, what muſt 
3 ou- | Going after her. 
Campley runs to the Door, takes the Key put. and locks 
rr . F ; 
Cam. Yes, Madam, you're my Lady Sharlot Lovely, 
with ten Thouſand Pounds in your Pocket; and I am 
Mr. Campley, with two thouſand a Year—of Quality 


1 What means this Infolence ?- a Plot upon me Do you 


enough to pretend to ou And Ido deſign, before 1 


leave this Room, to hear you talk like à reaſonable 
Woman, as Nature has made you— Nay, tis in vain 
to flounce — and diſcompoſe your ſelf and your Dreſs— 
I. Ha. If there are Swords, if they are Men of Ho- 
nour, and not all Daſtards, Cowards that pretend to 
this Injur'd Perſon— [Running round the Room. 
Cam. Ay, ay, Madam, let em come— That's put. 
ting me in my way, Fighting's my Trade —but you've 
4 15 4 all Mankind too ill to expect ſo much Service 
in ſhort, Madam, were you a Fool I ſhould not de- 
Eire to. expoliulaie with you— [Scizing her, Hand, 
But | + Las 

I. Ha. Unhand me, Raviſher—— [Pulls her Hand 
From him, Chafes round the Room, Cam. after her. 
1 8 Cam. 
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Cam. But Madam, Madam, Madam, why Madam! | 
£ Prethee Cynthia Look behind you, | _ [Sings. F 
Age and wrinkles will 0'ertake you. 1 9 

La, Ha. Age, Wrinkles, Small- Pox, nay, any thing 


* 
. * 


that's moſt abhorrent to Youth and Bloom, were wel- 


come in the place of ſo deteſted a Creature. > 
Cam, No ſuch matter, Lady Harriot; I would not 
be a vain Coxcomb, but I know Iam notdeteſtable, 
nay, know where you've ſaid as much before you un- 
derſtood me for your Servant. Was I immediately 
transformed becauſe I became your Lover? | Y 
L. Ha. My Lover, Sir, did 1 ever give you Reaſon 7 
to think I admitted you as ſuch ? ST 
Cam, Yes, you did in your uſing me ill-—for if 
you did not aſſume upon the Score of my pretending 
to you, how do you anſwer to your ſelf ſome parts 
Tis tri- 
vial all this in you, and derogates from the good Senſe 
I know you Miſtreſs of; do but conſider, Madam, 1 
have long lov'd you——bore with your Phantaſtick 
Humour through all its Mazes—— Nay, do not frown _ 
— for 'tis no better—1I ſay I have bore with this 
Humour, but would you have me with an unmanly _ 
Servitude feed it No, I love you with too ſincere, : 
too honeſt a Deyotion—and would you have your 
Mind as faultleſs as your Perſon, which *twould be, 
if you'd lay aſide this Vanity of being purſued with 
Sighs, with Flatteries, with Nonſenſe— [She walks 
about leſs violently, but more confus'd,] Oh my Heart 
akes at the. diſturbance which I give her, but ſhe muſt 
not ſee it [aſide.] Had I not better tell you of it 
now, than when you are in my Power, I ſhould be 
then too geuerous to thwart your Inclination, Y 
I. Ha. That is indeed very ee ſaid. Why 
ſhould 1 not obey Reaſon as ſoon as 1 ſee it? ¶Aſide.] 
Since ſo, Mr, Campley, Icanas ingeniouſly as 1 ſhould * 
then, acknowledge that J have been in an Error. 1 
N | [Looking down on her Fan. 
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ending tile uſe of it; for the Tongue is the Inſtrument of 
parts Speech to us of a lower form; they are of that high 
ris tri Order of Lovers, who know none but Eloquent Si- 
Senſe | lence, and can utter themſelves only by a Geſture that 
am, 1 {pager their Paſſion Inexpreſſible—and what not Fine 
taſticx things. 18 
frown Cam. But pray let's go into your Siſters Cloſet, 
th this while they are together. 6 
manly — L. Ha. I ſwear I don't know how to ſee my Siſter— 
incere, ſhe'll laugh me to Death to ſee me out of my Panto. 
your fles, and you and I thus familiar — However, I know 
uld be, ſhe'll approve it— 
d win Cam. You may boaſt your ſelf an Heroine to her, 
walks | and the firſt Woman that was ever Vanquiſh'd by hear- 
Heart ing Truth, and had Sincerity enough to receive ſo 
je muſt rough an Obligation, as being made acquainted with 
u of it her Faults—Come, Madam, ſtand your Ground brave- 
uld be I. we'll March in to her thus. [She leaning on Campley. 
T. Ha Who'llbelieve a Woman's Anger more Pye 
Why) betray'd the whole Sex to you, Mr. Campley. Fxæcunt. 
Aſid..] Re-enter Lord Hardy and Campley. | 
ſhould } Cam. My Lord, her Siſter, who now is mine, will 
A immediately ſend her hither——But be your ſelf —- 
„er Fan. Charge her bravely——1 wiſh' fhe were a Cannon 


Cam. 
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39 
Cam. Nay, that's too great a Condeſcenſion: Oh! 
Excellence! I repent! I ſee 'twas but Juſtice in you 
to demand my Knees, [Kneeling] my Sighs, my con- 
ſtant tendereſt Regard and Service——And you ſhall 
have 'em, fince you are above em | 


I. Ha. Nay, Mr. Coy you won't recall me to 
a Fault you have ſo lately ſhown me — !] will not ſuf- 
fer this no more Extaſies! But pray, Sir, what was't 
you did to get my Siſter out of the Room ? 

Cam. You may know it, and 1 muſt deſire your to 
aſſiſt my Lord Hardy there, who writ to her by me 
For he is no Raviſher, as you call'd me juſt now 
He is now in the Houſe—And I would fain gain an 


L. Ha. That they may have—But they'll make lit- 


know, 


An Eighteen Pounder for your ſake Then! 
| | | 8 were 
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were there occaſion, you'd be in the Mouth of her- 
Ld. H. T long, yet fear to ſee her——1 know lam 
unable to utter my ſelf— | 4 
Cam. Come, rerire here till ſhe appears. | MN 
Iso back to the Door, 
| Enter Lady Sharlot. 2 Þ 
TL. Sh. Now is the tender Moment now approach- 
ing. [ aſide.] There he is. [ They approach and ſalute 
each other Trembling.] Your Lordſhip will pleaſe to 
fit; [| After a very long pauſe, ſtoln Glances, and irre- 
ſolute Geſture.) Your Lordſhip, I think, bas Travell'd 
thoſe parts of Italy where the Armies are—— 
Ld. H. Yes, Madam — 1 
Ti. Sh. I think I have Letters from you, dated Man- 
ua. | : be 
I. H. I hope you have, Madam, and that their 
purpoſe | = 
Z. Sh. My Lord ?— [Looking ſerious: and confus'd. - 
i Ld. H. Was not your Ladyſhip going to ſay fome- *? 
thing? | | + 
I. 5h. I only attended to what your Lordſhip was 
going to ſay——That is my Lord. But you were, I 
believe, going to ſay ſomething of that Garden of the 
World, Italy — I am very ſorry your Misfortunes in 
England are ſuch as make you juftly regret your le- 
ving that Place. | | 8 
Ld, H. There is a Perſon in England may make thoſe 
Loſſes inſenſible to me | F 
L. Sh. Indeed, my Lord, there have ſo very few of 
Quality attended his Majeſty in the War, that your Birth * 
and Merit may well hope for his Favour. ; 
Ld. H. I have indeed, all the Zeal in the World for 
his Majeſty's Service, and moſt grateful Affection for 
his Perſon, but did not then mean him 4 
I. Sh. But can you indeed impartially ſay that our _ 
Iſland is really preferable” to the reſt of the World, or 
is it an Arrogance only in us to think ſo? 3 
Ld. H. I profeſs, Madam, that little I have ſeen has 
but more endear'd Englaud to me; for that Medley of 
Humours which perhaps diſtracts our publick * 
oes, 
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does, methinks, improve our private Lives, and makes 
cConverſation more various, and conſequently more plea- 
ſing— Every where elſe both Men and Things have 
the ſame Countenance — In France you meet much 
CTirility, and little Friendſhip; in Holland, deep Atten- 
tion, but little Reflection; in Italy, all Pleaſure, but no 
Mirth — But here with us, where you have every where 
Pretenders, or Maſters in every thing, you can't fall 
into Company wherein you ſhall not be Inſtructed or 
Diverted. n 
I. 5h. Inever had an Account of any thing from you, 
my Lord, but I mourn'd the Loſs of my Brother, you 
would have been ſo happy a Companion for him 
With that right Senſe of yours — My Lord, you need 
not bow ſo Obfequiouſly, for 1 do you but Fuſtice— 
2 But you ſent me Word of your ſeeing a Lady in Italy 
very like me Did you Viſit her often? 
Id. E. Once or twice, but I obſerv'd her ſo looſe a 
Creature, that I could have kill'd her for having your 
2 Perſon — 
I. S/. I thank you, Sir; but Heav'n that preſerves 
me unlike her, will I hope make her more like me 
But your Fellow- Traveller His Relations themſelves 
know not a juſt Account of him —: 
Id. H. The original Cauſe of his Fever was a vio- 
lent Paſſion for a fine young Woman he had not Power 
to ſpeak to——but I told her his Regard for her, as 
7 paſſionately as poſſible —- | 1300 
. T. Sh. You were to him, what Mr, Campley has 
been to you Whither am I running? — poor, your 
Friend Poor Gentleman ' N 
4. E. I hope then as Campley's Eloquence is great- 
ger, ſo has been his Succeſs e . 
I. Sh. My Lord? 5 | 
II. H. Your Ladyſhip's. : ge 
Les | | Enter Lady Harriot. | 
: T. Ha. Undone! Undone! Tattleaid has found, by 

ſome means or other, that Campley brought my Lord 
n has W „ 
ey of | Hardy hither, we are utterly. ruin'd, my Lady's co-- 
fairs, ung | | 

as Id.H. 
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Ld. H. I'll ſtay and confront her, m—_ 
L. Sh. It muſt not be— we are too much in her 
Power. „5 | AE, eh 7 ns 3 
A Enter Campley. kt * 
Cam. Come, come, my Lord, we're routed Horſe 
and Foot Down the back Stairs, and ſo out. Exe. 
Ladies. Ay, ay— | 
T. Ha. I tremble every Joint of me |. 
T. Sh. I'm ata ſtand a little, but Rage will recover 
me, ſhe's coming in — m | _ 


Enter Widow. 1 
Mid. Ladies, your Servant —!I fear I interrupt you, have 
you Company ? Lady Harriot your Servant, Lady Shar- 
lot your Servant? What, not a Word— Oh beg your 
Lady ſhip's Pardon Lady SHarlot did I ſay? My 
young Lady Brumpton, I wiſn you Joy. | 
L. Sh. O your Servant, Lady Dowager Brumpton — ! 
That's an Appellation of much more Joy to you——— : 
Mid. So ſmart, Madam! but you ſhould methinks, 
have made one acquainted—y Yet, Madam, your Con- 
duct is ſeen through oo | A 
I. SH. My Conduct, Lady Brumpton ! 
Mid. Your Conduct, Lady Sharlot ! 4 
| [Coming up to each other, 
T. $h, Madam, ttis you are ſeen through all your 
thin Diſguiſes ——— 1 
Mid. 1 ſeen? By whom? 3 
L. Sh. By an all-piercing Eye, nay, by what you 
much more fear, the Eye of the World The World 
ſees you, or ſhall ſee you: it ſhall know your Secret 
Intemperance, your Publick Fafting— Looſe Poems 
in your Cloſet, an Homily on your Toilet Tour eafy 
skilful practis'd Hypocriſie, by which you wrought up- 
on your Husband, baſely to transfer the Truſt and 
Ward of us, two helpleſs Virgins, into the Hands and 
Care of— I cannot name it=—You'rea Wicked Wo- 
man. 9 
L. Ha. [A ſide.] Oh rare Siſter! Tis a fine thing to 
keep ones Anger in ſtock by one, we that are angry 
and pleas'd every half Hour, have nothing at all of 5 1 
this 
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ttmis high flown Fury! Why, ſhe rages like a Princeſs 
in her in a Tragedy! Ble ings on her Tongue 
4 Wid. Is this the effect of your Morning Lectures, 
your Self. examination, all this Fury? | 


Horſe L. Sh. Yes it is, Madam, if I take pains to govern 
[Exe, my Paſſions, it ſhall not give licence to others to go- 
vern 'em for me- 
1 Wid. Well, Lady Sharlot, however you ill deſerve 
ecover it of me, I ſhall take care, while there are Locks and 
Bars, to keep you from Lord Hardy — From being a 
3 Leiger Lady, from carrying a Knapſack, 
1, have L. Sh, Knapſack ! Do you upbraid the Poverty your 
yShar- own wicked Arts have brought him to— Knapſack* 
g your Oh grant me Patience, can I hear this of the Man I 
'? My love? Knapſack! I have not Words. 
= | [Stamps about the Room. 
ton Wid. I leave you to cool upon it, Love and Anger 
— arc very warm Paſſions | Exit. 


thinks, T, Ha. She has lock'd us i 

r Con. TI. Sh, Knapſack? Well, I will break Walls ta go 
to him — I could fit down and cry my Eyes out! Dear 
Siſter, what a Rage have I been in? Knapſack! I'II 
give vent to my juſt Reſentment — Oh how ſhall I 

other. | Avoid this baſe Woman, how meet that excellent 

l your 4 Man! — What an helpleſs Condition are you and I in 
now? If we run into the World, that Youth and In- 

nocence which ſhould demand Aſſiſtance, does but at- 


at youl tract Invaders: Will Providence guard us? How dol 


World lee that our Sex is naturally indigent of Protection? 
Secret 1 hope 'tis in Fate to crown our Loves; for *tis only 
Poems. in the Protection of Men of Honour, that we are na- 
ureafy turally truly ſafe; | 
ht u | =. | | 
A _ I And Woman's Happineſs, for all her Scorn, 
ads and Is only by that Side whence ſhe was Born. 
d Wo- | 
6 | 
bing to 97850 
angry | 
Il of all | 
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I. 
Enter Lord Hardy, Campley and Trim. 


14, wm Jade Tattleaid ſaw me upon the Stairs, 
1 fe I had not Patience to keep my Con- 
OR VINE peep out to ſee what was become 
-© Ou. | . 2 
_ But we have advice however it ſeems from 
the Garriſon already — this Miſtreſs of Trim's is a 
mighty lucky Accident | 3 
Trim. Ay, Gentlemen, ſhe has free Egreſs and Re- 
greſs, and you know the French are the beſt bred.Peo- 
p* in the World— ſhe'll be aſſiſtant — But, Faith, 1 
ave one Scruple that hangs about me — and that is— 
Look you, my Lord, we Seryants have no Maſters in 
their Abſence —— Ina word, when I am with Mada - 
.20iſelle L talk of your Lordſhip as only a particular 
Acquaintance, that I do Buſineſs indeed for you ſome- 
times — I muſt needs ſay, cries I, that indeed my 
Lord Hardy is really a Perſon I have a great Honour 


+7," 8 
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* 


r — | 3 
Ed. H.-Piſh! is that all? I underſtand you— your 


„ „ „ 


that ſhe is dreſs'd in the lateſt French Cut; her Dreſs 


18 
if 
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is the Model of their Habit, and her ſelf of their Man- 
ners — for ſhe is — But you ſhall ſee her- Exit. 
Ia. E. This gives me ſome Life! — Chear up, To. 
but behold the Solemnity —— Do you ſee Trim's Gal- 
Z1antry ? I ſhall laugh out. 8 4 
J Enter Trim leading in Madamoiſelle. 
Trim. My dear Lord Hardy, this is Madamoiſelle 
34*Epingle, whoſe Name you've often heard me ſigh — 
XZ Lerd Hardy ſalutes her.] Mr. Campley — Madamoiſelle 
A Epingle. [Campley ſalutes her.] 
Mad. Votre Servante, Gentlemen, votre Seryante— 
Cam. I proteſt to you, 1 never ſaw any thing ſo be- 
3 — your Dreſs — ſhall I beg the Favour you'd 
condeſcend to let Mr, Trim lead you once round the 
Room, that I may admire the Elegance of your Ha- 
bit LE, [Trim leads her round. 
Re- IA. H. How could you ask ſuch a thing? ; 
Peo- Cam. Pſhaw, my Lord, you are a bathful 3 
Fellow — You ſee ſhe is not ſurpriz'd at it, but thinks 
me gallant in deſiring it — Oh, Madam! your Air— ! 
FT he Negligence, the Diſengagement of your Manner! 
. FOh how delicate is your noble Nation —— I ſwear, 
there's none but the clumſy Dutch and Engliſh would 
Zoppoſe ſuch polite Conquerors When ſhall 
ou ſee an Engliſh Woman ſo dreſs'd? | 
Mad. De Engliſe! poor Barbarians, poor Savages, 
Fey know no more of de Dreſs, but to cover dere Na- 
Kedneſs ] glides along the Room.) Dey be cloded, but no 
Hreſs d But Monſieur Terim, which Monſieur 
Campley? 8 | 
Trim; That's honeſt Tom Campley 


- of ; Cam, At your Service, Madamoiſelle — — 

y was | Mad. I fear I incur de Cenſure, | pulling out the Let- 
con- Fer, and recollecking as loath to deliver it] but Mr. Terim 
ce) to Peing your intimate Friend, and I deſigning to honour 
iſh — nim in de way of an Husband — So — ſo — how do I 
10y'd un away in Diſcourſe — 1 never make Promiſe to 

Letter Mr. Terim before, and now to do it par accident 

ne to Cam. Dear Will Trim is extremely obliging in ha- 
| alſo Ving prevail'd upon you, to do a thing, that the Seve- 
Dreſs Y © | rity 


IL 5 
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rity of your Virtue, and the Greatneſs of your Quali- 
ty (tho' a Stranger in the Country you now honour by 
your dwelling in it) would not let you otherwiſe con- 
deſcend to | | 
Mad. Oh Monſieur! Oh Monſieur ! you ſpeak my 
very Thoughts — Oh! I don't know how! Pardon me 
to give a Billet — it ſo look! Oh fie! I can no ſtay 
after it — | Drops it, runs affectedly to the other end of 
the Room, then quite out, Re-enters) I beg ten touſand 
Pardons for go away to mal-propos — [C#rtſ1es as going. 
Id. H. Your Servant, good Madam — Mr. Trim, you 
know you command here — pray, if Madam d*Epingle 
will honour our Cottage with e ſtay, wait on 
her in, and entertain her — pray, Sir, be free 
Trim. My Lord, you know your Power over me, 
I'm all Complaiſance [ Leads her out, 
Cam, Now to my dear Epiſtle 


8 I R, 


1 is one thing which you were too Generous to touch 
| © wpon in our laſt Converſation We have reaſon 
to fear the Widow's Practices in relation to our Fortunes, 
if you are not too quick for her — I ask Lady Sharlot 
whet her this is not her Senſe to Lord Hardy — She ſays 
nothing, but lets me write on —— Theſe People always 
have, and will have, Admittance every where, therefore 
we may hear from you, 


IJ am SIX, 
Your moſt Obedient Servant, 


Harriot Lovely, 


My obedient Servant! | 
Thy Obedience ſhall ever be as voluntary as now 
ten thouſand thouſand Kiſſes on thee— Thou dear 
Paper Look you, my Lord what a pret- 
Hand it is? 

Ld. H. Why, Tom, thou doſt not give me leave to 
ſee it you ſnatch it to your Mouth ſo — you'll 
ſtifle the poor Lady | as 


| | Cam. 
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Cam. Ay, that's ſomething 
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Cam. Look you, my Lord, all along the Lines here 
vent the Pen; and through them white Intervals her 
ſnowy Fingers. Do you ſee, this is her Name 
Ld, H. Nay, there's Lady Sharlot's Name too inthe 
idſt of the Letter — Why, you'll not be ſo uncon- 
{cionable — you're ſo greedy, you'll give me one Kiſs 
ſure —— | | | 
Cam, Well, you ſhall, but you're ſo eager — don't 
vite me - for you ſhan't have it in your own Hands — 
there, there, there, — Let go my Hand 
Id. H. What an exquiſite Pleaſure there is in this 
Foolery —— But what ſhall we do? | 
Cam. I have a Thought; pry'thee, my Lord, call 
Frim. | | 3 
Ld. H. Ha, Trim C | 
Cam. Hold, Mr. Trim You forget his Miſtreſs is 
there. 25 

Id. H. Cra'mercy — Dear Will Trim, ſtep in hither, 


9 


| | Enter Trim. | 
Trim, have not I ſeena young Woman ſometimes car- 


ry Madam 4'Epirgle's Trinkets for her, coming from 


y Lady Brumpton's 
Trim. Yes you mi 
waits for her now 
Cam. Do you think you could not prevail for me 
to be dreſs'd in that Wench's Clothes, and attend your 
Miſtreſs in her ſtead thither? They'll not dream we 
ſhould ſo ſoon attempt again | 
Trim. Yes, I'll engage it, 
Cam. Then we'll truſt the reſt to our good Genius, 
A' about it inſtantly Harriot Lovely 
1 Exit kiſſing the Letter. 

Enter Widow and Tattleaid. 
Mid. This was well done of you; be ſure you take 
are of their young Ladyſhips; you ſhall, I promiſe 
you, pave a ſnip in the Sale of em. 5 
Tat. I thank your good Lady ſhip. 
Wid. 1s that the Porter's Paper of How d'ye's ? 
Tat. Yes, Madam, he juſt ſent it up — His general 
N | nſwer 


ght have ſeen ſuch a one, ſhe 


% 
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Anſwer is, that you're as well as can be expected in 
your Condition; but that you ſee no Body —— _ 


Wid. That's right — [reading Names.] Lady Riggle, 
Lady Formal — Oh! that Riggle, a pert Ogler — an 


indiſcreet ſilly Thing, who is really known by no Man, 


yet for her Carriage juſtly thought Common to all; 
and as Formal has only the Appearance of Virtue, ſo 
ſhe has only the Appearance of Vice— What Chance, 
I wonder, put theſe Contradiftions to each other into 


the ſame Coach, as you ſay they call'd — Mrs. Frances, 


and Mrs. Winifred Glebe = who are they ? 


Tat. They are the Country great Fortunes, have 
been out of Town this whole Year; they are theſe 
whom your daun ſaid upon being very well Born, 
took upon em to bt | ; 
Mid. Did I ſay fo? really I think 'twas apt enough, 
now. I remember em: Lady Wrinkle, Oh that ſmug ! 
old Woman! there's no enduring her Affectation of 
Youth, but I plague her; I always ask whether her 
Daughter in Wiltſhire has a Grandchild yet or not- 
Lady Worthy — I can't bear her Company, ſhe has ſo ' 
much of that Virtue in her Heart, which I have in my 
Mouth only. [ Aſide.] Mrs. After-Day — Oh that's ſhe | 
that was the great Beauty — the mighty Toaſt about | 


very ill Bred 


Town, that's juſt. come out of the Small-Pox, ſhe's 


horribly pitted they ſay; I long to ſee her and plague | 
her with my Condolence— *Tis a pure ill-natur'd Sa- | 
tisfaction to ſee one that was a Beauty unfortunately | 
move with the ſame Languor, and Softneſs of Beha- 
To lee, 1 
ſay, her mortify., that us'd to kill — Ha, ha, ha! The 
reſt are a Catalogue of mere Names or Titles they | 
were born to, an infipid Croud of the neither good 
But you are ſure theſe other Ladies ſuſ- 


viour, that once was charming in her 


nor bad | 

pect not in the leaſt that I know of their coming 
Tat. No, dear Madam, they are to ask for me gr 
Wid. I hear a Coach [Exit Tat, 
I've now an exquiſite Pleaſure in the thought of ſur- 
paſſing my Lady Sly, who pretends to have out-griey'd 
the whole Town for her Husband — They are . 
A tainly 
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n tainly coming -Oh no! here let me Thus let me 
ſit and think----- ¶ Widou on her Couch, while ſhe is ra- 
wing as to her ſelf, Tattleaid ſoftly bcings in the Ladies.] 
Wretched Diſconſolate as 1 am! Oh welcome-----wel- 
n, come, dear killing Anguifſh------Oh that 1 could lie 
| down and die in my preſent Heavineſs----But what 
how? Nay, my dear dear Lord-----Why do you look 
ſo pale, ſo ghaſtly at me, Wottoo, Wottoo, ight thy 
own trembling or okers 2 
Tat. Nay, good Madam, be comforted. 
Mid. Thou fhalt not have me [ Puſhes Tat. 
Tat. Nay, good Madam, tis I, *tis I, your Lady- 
ſhip's own Woman-----'Tis I, Madam, that dreſs you, 


— 


and talk to you, and tell you all that's done in the 
Houſe every Day; *tis I- EIS. 

Wd. Is it then poſſible 2 Is it then poſſible that Tam 
left-----ſpeak to me not-----hold me not-----I'll break 
the liſt'ning Walls with my Complaints. | Looks ſur- 
3 2riz'd at ſeeing Company, then ſeverely at Tattleaid,} 
— Ah! Tattleaid—— | 7 


sſo | 1 La. Nay, Madam, be not angry at her, we would 
my come in in ſpite of her We are your Friends, and are 
ſne as concern'd as you 


zout 3 Wid. Ah! Madam, Madam, Madam, Madam, 1 am 
he's an undone Woman-----Oh me! Alas! Alas! Oh! Oh! 


gue All join in her Notes.| I ſwoon, I expire, [Faints, 
Sa- 2 La. Pray, Mrs. Tattleaid, bring ſomething that is 
tely Cordial to her. I [Exit Tatt leaid. 
eha- 3 La, Indeed, Madam, you ſhould have Patience, 


ze, I his Lordſhip was Old, To die is but going before in 
The AF a Journey we mult all take. | | : 
they Enter Tattleaid loaded with Bottles. 3d Lady takes a 
Bottie from her and drinks. 

4 La. Lord! how my Lady Fleer drinks; I've heard, 
indeed, but never could believe it of her. [ Drinks alſo. 
I La, But, Madam, don't you hear what the Town 
{ays of the Jilt Flirt, the Men lik'd ſo much in the 
Park-—Hark ye was ſeen with him in an Hackney- 
Coach and Silk-Stockings— Key -hole — his Wig— 
on the Chair [Whiſpers by Interruptions. 
a C 2 
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2 La. Impudent Flirt to be found out! 
3 La. But I ſpeak it only to you . 
4 La. Nor J bes 70 one more [Whiſpers next Wo. 
5 La, I can't believe it; nay, 1 always thought it, 
Madam [Whiſpers the Widow, 
Wid. Sure 'tis impoſſible! the demure prim Thing— 
ſure all the World's Hypocriſie— Well, I thank my | 
Stars, whatſoever Sufferings I have, I'vemone in Re- | 
utation. I wonder at the Men, I could never think 
er handſome. She has really a good Shape and Com- 
lexion, but no Mien. And no Woman has the uſe of 
r Beauty without Mien. Her Charms are dumb, 
they want utterance, But whether does Piſtraction(˖ } 
lead me, to talk of Charms? q 
1 La. Charms? a Chit's, a Girl's Charms---- Come 
let us Widows be true to our ſelves, keep our Coun- 
tenances, and our Characters, and a Fig for the Maids, 
I mean for the unmarried. k 
2 La. Ay, ſince they will ſet up for our Knowledge, 
why ſhould not we for their Ignorance ? : 
La. But, Madam, o'Sunday Morning at Church I | 
curtfied to you; and look'd at a great Fuſs in a glar- 
ing light dreſs next Pew, That ſtrong maſculine Thing 
is a Knight's Wife, pretends to all the Tenderneſs in 
the World ! and would fain put the unwieldy upon us 
for the ſoft, the languid! She has of a ſudden left her 
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Dairy, and ſets up for a fine Town-Lady, calls her * 
Maid Siſiy her Woman, ſpeaks to her by her Sirname, 
Mrs. Cherryfiſt, and her great Foot-Boy of Nineteen, 
big enough for a Trooper, is ſtrip'd into a Lace Coat, 1, 
now Mr, Page forſooth. | 18. 
4 La. Oh! I have ſeen her Well, I heartily pity tc 
ſome People for their Wealth, they might have been ta 
unknown elſe! You'd die, Madam, to ſee her and 8 
her Equipage l thought the honeſt fat Tits, her ye 


Horſes, were aſham'd of their finery ; they drag'd on, bi 
as if they were ſtill at the Plough, and a great baſhful- 

look'd Booby behind, :graſp'd the Coach as if he held 
one. | : - | 
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5 La. Alas! ſome People think there's nothing but 
being fine to be Gentile : but the high Prance of 
the Horſes, and the brisk Inſolence of the Servants in 


an Equipage of Quality, are inimitable, but to our 
own Beaſts and Servants. 


4 


1 La. Now you talk of Equipage, I envy this Lady, 
the Beauty ſhe'll appear in in a Mourning Coach, *twill 
ſo become hi Complexion; I confeſs I my ſelf mourn'd 
two Years for no other Reaſon. Take up that Hood 
there; Oh! that fair Face with a Vail. 

| ai [They take up her Hoods. 

Wid. Fie, fie, Ladies-----But I've been told, indeed, 
Black does become ——— | 

2 La. Well, I'll take the liberty to ſpeak it, there's 

oung Nutbrain has long had (I'll be ſworn) a Paſſion 
or this Lady: but I'll tell you one thing, I fear ſhe'll 
diſlike, that is, he's younger than ſhe is. 

3 La, No, that's no Exception; but 1'lltell you one, 
he's younger than his Brother. | 

Wid. Ladies, talk not of ſuch Affairs: Who cou'd 
love ſuch an unhappy Reli& as I am? But, dear Ma- 
dam, what grounds have you for that idle Story > _ 

" 4 La. Why he toaſts you, and trembles when you're 
ſpoke of; it muſt be a Match. 


Wid, Nay, nay; you rally, you rally : But 1 know 


you mean it kindly, 


1 La. I ſwear we do. by | 
| [ Tattleaid whiſpers the Widow, 
Mid. But I muſt beſeech you, Ladies, ſince you have 
been ſo compaſſionate, as to viſit and accompany my 
Sorrow, to give me the only Comfort I can now know, 
to ſee my Friends chearful, and to honour an Enter- 
tainment Tattleaid has prepared within for you: If I 
can find Strength enough I'll attend you; but I wiſh 
you'd excuſe me, for I've no reliſh of Food or Joy, 
but will try to get a Bit down in my own Chamber. 
All. No, no, you muſt go with us. 
1 La. There's no Pleaſure without you. | 
Mid. But, Madam, I muſt beg of your Ladyſhip not 
to be ſo importune to my - Calamity, as to men- 
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tion Nutbrain any more: I'm ſure there's nothing in 
it: In Love with me, quoth. a”. [1s helped off. 


1 ; Exeunt. | 
Enter Madamoiſelle, and Campley in Womens Clothes 
carrying her Things.  _ 
Mad. Iveryglad us bein de Ladies Antichamber; I 
was ſham'd of you, You you ſuch an impudent Look: 
Beſides me wonder you were not ſeized hy the Con- 
fable, when you puſh'd de Man into de Kennel. . 
Cam, Why, ſhou'd I have let him kiſs'd me? 


Mad. No:: But if you had hit him wit Fan, and ſay, 


why ſure Sawcy- box, it been enough; beſide what you 
hitted de Gentleman for offer kiſſe me. 70 


Cam. I beg pardon, I did not know you were pleas d 


with it. 


Mad. Pleaſe, no, but me rader be kiſſe, den you, 
Mr. Terim's Friend, be found out. Could not you ſay 
when he kiſſe me, ſure Sawey- box dat's Meat for your 


Maſter. Beſides you take ſuch Strides when you walk — 


walk—Oh fie; deſe littil pette tiny bits a Woman 


Cam. But prithee, Madamoiſelle, why have you loſt 
your Engliſh Tongue all of a ſudden; methought when 


the Fellow call'd us French Whores, as we came along, | 
and ſaid we came to Starve their own People, you gave 


him pretty plain Engliſa; he was a Dog, a Raſcal, 


Mad. Ha! ha! ha! I was in a Paſſion and betray'd 
my ſelf, but you're my Lover's Friend, and a Man of 
Honour, therefore know you'll do nothing to injure 


us. Why, Mr. Campley, you muſt know 1 can ſpeak 


as good Eugliſh as you, but I don't for fear of loſing 
my Cuſtomers : The Engliſh will never give a Price 


for any thing they underſtand. Nay, I've known ſome 
of your Fools pretend to buy with good Breeding, and 


give any rate rather than not be thought to have French b 
ee, What 0p wore, Longs Jane 990 


farfetch'd Things they only like: Don't you ſee how 


they ſwallow Gall6hs of the Juice of Tea, while their | 
own Dock-leaves are trod under Foot, But Mum: 
my Lady Harriot, | Enter 
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Exter Lady Harriot. 
Madam, voſtre Servante, Servante— 
Z. Ha. Well, Madamoiſelle, did you deliver my Let- 


ter? 25 


Mad, Ovi | | 

Z. Ha. Well and how is that it in your Hand 

Mad. Ovi 

L. Ha. Well then, why don't you give it me? 

Mad. Oh fie! Lady, dat be ſo right Engliſe, de En- 
gliſe mind only de Words of de Lovers, but de Words 
of de Lovers are often Lie, but de Action no Lie 

L. Ha, What does the thing mean? Give me my 
Letter- | 5 5 

Mad. Me did not deliver your Letter: 

T. Ha. No? | 

Mad. No, me tell you, me did drop it, to ſee Mr. 
Campley how Cavalier to take it up. As deſe me drop 
it ſo Monſieur run take it up i 

[They both run to take it up. Mad. takes it. 
L. Ha, Will you give me my Letter or not? 
Mad, Ovi—But dus he do----Dere de Letter 


very well, very well, O L' amour! You act de man- 
ner Mr, Campley-----take it up better den I, do' you 


no ſee it 
T. H. Reads. 
MADAM, - 
1 Am glad yon mention'd what indeed I did not a 
that time think of, nor if I had, ſhou d I have known 


how to have ſpoken of. But bleſs me more than Fortune 
can, by turning thoſe Fair Eyes upon, Madam, 

Your moſt Faithful, | 

Moſt Obedient Humble Servant, 

Tho, Campley. 

What does he mean? But bleſs me more-----by turn- 

ing------Oh 'tis he himſelf------- ¶ Looking about obſerves 

Cam. ſmile) Oh the Hoiden-----the Romp--+-I did not 

think any thing could add 4 your native COL 

12 3 | | but 


[They both run, Harriot gets it. 
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but you look ſo very bold in that Dreſs-----and your 
Jams will fall off-----And your Petticoates how they 
hang? | | Y 

| = Madamoiſelle Voulez yous de Salville I'eau 
D' Hongrie, Chez Monſieur Marchand de Montpelier— -« 
Dis for your Teet, [ſpowing his Trinkets| De Eſſence, 
a little Book French for teach De elder Broders make 
Compliments. Will you, I ſay, have any thing that J 
have, will you have all 1 have ?------Madam, 

L, Ha. Yes, and for the Humour's fake, will neyer 
Part with this Box, while I liye, ha! ha! ha! 

Cam, But. Lady Harriot, we muſt not ſtand Laugh. | 
Ing ; as you obſerve in your Letter, Delays are dange- 
rous in this wicked Woman's Cuſtody of you 
therefore I muft, Madam, beſeech you, and pray ftay 
not on Niceties, but be advis'd. | | 

TL. Ha. Mr. Campley, I have no Will but yours. 
Cam. Thou dear Creature-----but ¶ Kiſſes her Hand] 
Harkee then you muſt change Dreſſes with Mada- | 
moiſelle, and go with me inſtantly, | 

T. Ha. What you pleaſe | . . 
Cam. Madam D'Epingle, I muſt deſire you to com- 
ply with a Humour of Gallantry of ours, you may be 
ſure I'll have an Eye over the Treatment you have up. 
on my Account, only to change Habits with Lady 

Harriot, and let her go while you ſtay. 

Nad. Wit all my Heart, [Offers to undreſs her ſelf. 
TL. Ha. What, before Mr. Campley ? 
Mad. Oh, oh very Anglaiſe! Dat is ſo Engliſe, all 
Women of Quality in France are dreſs and undreſs 
by a Valet de Chambre, de Man Chamber-maid help 
Complexion, better Den de Woman. [Apart to Har, 
T. Ha. Nay, that's a Secret in dreſs, Madamoiſelle, 1 
never knew before, and am fo unpoliſh'd an Engliſh 
Woman as to reſolve never to learn ev'n to dreſs be- 
fore my Husband. Oh! Indecency ! Mr. Campley, do 
you hear what Madamoiſelle ſays ——— 
Mad. Oh! Hift Begatelle. | 
Ti. Ha, Well, we'll run in and be ready in an In- 
Kane, Exe. L. Harriot and Madamoiſelle. 

| | Cam, 
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Cam. Well, I like het every Migute better and bet * 
ter. What a delicate Chaſtity ſhe has! There's fome- 
thing ſo groſs in the Carriage of ſome Wives (tho | 


they're honeſt too) that they loſe their Husbands Hearts 


for Faults, which if they have either good Nature, or 
good Breeding, they know not how to tell em of. But 
how happy am I in ſuch a Friend as Hardy, ſuch a 
Miſtreſs as Harriot ! 


Continue Heav'n, a grateful Heart to bleſs 
With Faith in Friendſhip, and in Love Succeſs. 


. 
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AC T W. SC E NE. I. 
Ester Widow and Truſty, 
wid. M R. Truſty, you have, 1 do aſſure you, the 


ſame Place and Power, in the Management 

of my Lord Brumpton's Eſtate, as in his Life - time. (I 
am reduc'd to a Neceſſiry of truſting him) [aſide.] 
However Tattleaid diſſembles the Matter, ſhe muſt be 
privy to Lady Harriot's Eſcape, and Fardingale's as 
deep with 'em both, and I fear will be their Ruin, 
which 'tis my Care and Duty to prevent. Be Vigi- 
lant, and you ſhall be rewarded. I ſhall employ you 
wholly in Lady Sharlot's Affairs, ſhe is able to pay 
Services done for her. You've Senſe, and underſtand 
me. [Exit Widow. 
Tru, Yes, I do indeed underſtand you, and could 
wiſh another could with as much Deteſtation as I do, 
but my poor old Lord is ſo ſtrangely, ſo bewitchedly 
Enamour'd of her; that ev'n after this Diſcoyery of 
her Wiekedneſs, I ſee he could be reconcil'd to her, 
and tho' he is aſham'd to confeſs to me, I know he 
longs to ſpeak with her. If I tell Lord Hardy all to 
make his Fortune, he would not let his Father be diſ- 
| C 4 honour'd 
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+ hHonour'd by a publick way of Separation. If Things 


- FX 


_ 


are acted privately, I know ſhe'll throw us all; there's 
no Middle-way, I muſt expoſe her to make a Re- 
union impracticable: Alas, how is honeſt Truth ba- 
niſh'd the World, when we muſt watch the Seaſons 


and ſoft Avenues to Mens Hearts, to gain it Entrance 


ev'n for their own Good and Intereſt. Exeunt. 
Enter Lord Hardy, Campley, and Trim. 
Ld. H. 1 forget my own Misfortunes, dear Cam- 
Pley, when I reflect on your Succeſs. | 
Cam. I aſſure you, it moderates the ſwell of Joy 
that I am in, to think of your Difficulties. I hope 
my. Felicity is previous to yours; my Lady Harriot 
gives her Service to you, and we both think it but de- 
cent to ſuſpend our Marriage, *till your and Lady 
Id. H. Where is my Lady? 
Cam. She's at my Aunts, my 


Shaxrlot's Affairs are in the ſame Poſture, 


Lord. But, my 


Lord, if you don't interpoſe, I don't know how I 
ſnall adjuſt matters with Mr. Trim, for leaving his 
Miſtreſs behind me, I fear he'll demand Satisfaction 


of me. : 
Trim. No, Sit; alas, I can know no Satisfaction 


While ſhe is in Jeopardy, Therefore would rather 


Se put in a wav te fecgvct᷑ ner by ſtorming the Caitie, 


— r 


or other feat of Arms, like a true enamour'd Swain 
as I am. n 


Cam. Since we are all three then expecting Lovers 


my Lord, prethee let's have that Song of yours which 


ſuits our common Purpofe. 
_ Td, H. Call in the Boy. 


Boy Sings. 
Ye Minutes bring the happy Hour, 
And Chloe bluſhing to the Bower : 
Then ſhall all idle Flames be ver, 
Nor Eyes or Heart e'er wander more: 
Both, Chloe, fix'd for &er on thee, 
For thou art all thy Sex to me. 


ö = . 
II. 
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A Gnilty is a falſe Embrace; Weeds 
Corinna's Love's 4 Fairy-Chate: | 
Begone, thou Meteor, Fleeting Fire, 

And all, that can't ſurvive Deſire, 4 
Chloe my Reaſon moves and Awe, * 
And Cupid ſhot me, when he ſaw. 


Trim. Look you, Gentlemen, ſince as you are 
pleas'd to ſay were all Lovers, and conſequently Poets, 
pray do me the Honour to hear a little Air of mine : 
You muſt know then, I once had the Misfortune to 


fall in Love below my ſelf, but Things went hard 


with us at that time, ſo that my Paſſion, or as I may 
poetically ſpeak, my Fire was in the Kitchin : Twas 
towards a Cook-Maid ; but before 1 ever ſaw Mrs, 
Deborah. 

Ld. H. Come on then, Trim, let's have it. 

Trim. I muſt run into next Room for a Lute, Exit. 
Nn This muſt be diverting! can the Rogue 

ay? . | K 
N Re. enter Trim, with a pair of Tongs. 
Trim. Dear Cynderaxa her ſelf very well underſtood 
this Inſtrument, I therefore always ſung this Song to 
it, as thus. \ | 


Cynderaxa kind and good, 
Has all my Heart and Stomach too, 
She makes me love, not hate, my Food, 
As other peeviſh Wenches do. 


qt I. * TY 

When Venus leaves her Vulcan's Cell, 
Which all but J a Gole-hole call; 

Fly, fly ye that above Stairs dwell, 
Her Face is waſh'd, ye vaniſh all. 

III. 

And as ſhe's Fair, ſhe can impart 
That Beauty, to make all Things fine ; 

Brightens the Floor with wondrous Art, 
And at her touch the Diſhes ſhine, 

"G3 Id, H. 
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4 Id. H. I proteft, Will, thou art a Poet indeed. 


And at her touch the Diſhes ſhine———— And you touch 
your Lute as finely. | 


Enter Boy, | | 
Boy. There's one Mr, Truſty below would ſpeak with 
Ld. H. Mr, Truſty? My Father's Steward? What t 
can he have to ſay to me? 18 
Cam. He's very honeſt, to my Knowledge. 

Id, H. I remember indeed when 1 was turn'd out | 
of the Houſe, he follow'd me to the Gate, and wepft | 
over me, for which I've heard he'd like to have loſt t 
his Place. But however I muſt adviſe with you a lit= | 
tle, about my Behaviour to him; let's in. Boy, bring 
him up hither, tell him I'll wait on him preſently, 

a Exit Boy. 
1 I ſhall want you, I believe, here, Trim. [Exeunt. 
* * Re-enter Boy and Truſty. * 
Boy. My Lord will wait on you here immediately. | 
— ET | - [Exit Boy. 
41:5, Tru. Tis very well theſe Lodgings are. but 
WW homely for the Earl of Brumdton - Oh that damn'd 

Strumpet that I ſhould ever know my Maſter's 

Wife for ſuch— How many thouſand Things does 

my Head run back to ? After my poor Father's Death 

the good Lord took me, becauſe be was a Captain in 

his Regiment, and gave me Education, I was, I 
- _ think, Three and Twenty when this young Lord with- 
in was chriſtned; what a do there was about calling 

him Francis? [wipes his Eyes.] Theſe are but poor 

Lodgings for him. I cannot bear the Joy to think 

that I ſhall ſave the Family, from which I've had my 

Bread. . 5 | 

FD Enter Trim. 
Trim. Sir, my Lord will wait you immediately. 

Tru, Sir, 'tis my Duty to wait him {| as Trim is 
_ going] but Sir, are not you the young Man that attend- 
1 ed him at Chriſi-Church in Oxford, and have follow'd 
_ kim ever ſince ? 0 ; 

Trim. Yes, Sir, I am. 
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Tru. Nay, Sir, no harm, but you'll thrive the bet- 
ter for it. . ö 
Trim. I like this old Fellow, 1 ſmell more Mony. 
. | [Aſide. Exit. 
Tru. 1 think 'tis now eight Years ſince I ſaw him, 
he was not then Nineteen, when I follow'd him to 
the Gate, and gave him fifty Guineas, which I pre- 
tended his Father ſent after him. 0 
| Enter Lord Hardy. 


Ld. H. Mr. Truſty, I'm very glad to ſee you, you 
look very hale and jolly; you wear well—-I'm glad 
to ſee it---but your Commands to me, Mr. Truſty. 

Tru, Why my Lord, I preſume to wait on your 
Lordſhip; my Lord, you're ſtrangely grown; you're 
your Father's very Picture; you're he, my Lord: You 
are the very Man that look'd ſo pleas'd, to fee me 
look ſo fine in my lac'd Livery, to go to Court, I was 
his Page when he was juſt ſuch another as you, He 
kiſs'd me afore a great many Lords, and ſaid I was 
a brave Man's Son that taught bim to Exerciſe his 
Arms. I remember he carry'd me to the great Win- 


dow, and bid me be ſure to keep in your Mother's 


Sight in all my Finery, She was the fineſt young 
Creature, the Maids of Honour hated to ſee her at 
Court, My Lord then courted my good Lady : She 

was as kind to me on her Death Beck ſhe ſaid to me, 
Mr. Truſiy take care of my Lord's ſecond Marriage 
for that Child's Sake: She pointed as well as ſhe could 
to you; you fell a crying, and ſaid ſhe ſhould not die; 
but ſhe did, my Lord; ſhe left the World, and no one 
like her in't. Forgive me my honour'd Maſter, 
[Weeps, runs to my Lord, and hugs him] I've often car- 
ry'd you in theſe Arms that graſp you, they were 


ſtronger then, but if I die to morrow you're worth 


Five Thouſand Pounds by my Gift, *tis what I've got 
in the Family, and I return it to you with thanks 


But alas do I live to ſee you want it? 


Id. H. You confound me with all this Fenderneſs 
and Generolity, 5 | 


Tru, 
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Tru. I'll trouble you no longer, my Lord 
Ld, H. Call it not a Trouble; for! __ 
Tru, My good Lord, I will not, I ſay, indulge my 

ſelf in talking fond Tales that melt me, and interrupt 

my Story: my Buſineſs to your Lordſhip in one 
word, is this; I am in good Confidence at preſent with 
my Lady Dowager, and I know ſhe has ſome Fears 
upon her, which depend upon the Nature of the Set- 


tlement to your Disfavour; and under the Roſe — Be 


your ſelf —— ] fear your Father has not had fair play 


for his Life; be compos'd, my Lord, what is to be 


done is this, we'll not apply to publick Juſtice in this- 
caſe, till we fee farther; *twill make it Noiſie, which 


we muſt not do, if 1 might adviſe. You ſhall, with 


a Detachment of your Company, ſeize the Corps as 
it goes out of the Houſe this Evening to be interr'd in 
the Country, *twill only look like taking the Admi- 
niſtratiog upon your ſelf, and commencing a Suit for 


the Eſtate; the has put off the lying in State, and La- 


dy Harriot s Eſcape with Mr. Campley makes her fear 
he will prove a powerful Friend, both to the young 
Ladies and your Lordſhip, She cannot with decency 
be ſo bufie, as when the Corps is out of the Houſe, 
therefore haſtens it. I know your whole Affair, leave 
the care of Lady Sharlot to me, 1'll pre- acquaint her, 
that ſhe may*nt * frightned, and diſpoſe of her ſafely 
to obſerve the Iflue. | 

Ld. H. I wholly underſtand you, it ſhall be done. 
Tru. l'm fure I am wanted this moment for your 
Intereſt at home. This Ring ſhall be the Paſs-port of 
Intelligence, for whom you ſend to aſſault us, and the 
Remittance of it ſeal'd with this, ſhall be Authentick 
from within the Houſe, | 

Ld. H. Tis very well. , 

Tru, Hope all you can wiſn, my Lord, from a 


certain Secret relating to the Eſtate, which I'll ac 


_ quaint you with next time I ſee you. [Exits 
Ld. H. Your Servant This Fellow's ſtrangely 
honeſt —— Ha! Will. 5 8 
g Enter 
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to Blows before we ſee the French 


„ I grant it; you know I have an Antipathy 
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Enter Campley and Will. 2 
will, don't the Recruits wait for me to ſee em at their 
Parade before this Houſe? 

Trim. Yes, and have waited theſe three Hours. 

Ld. H. Go to 'em, I'll be there my ſelf immediate - 
2 we muſt attack with 'em, if the Rogues are ſturdy, 
this very Eveniug. 0 7 

Trim. I gueſs where —- I'm overjoy'd at it. I'll war- 
rant you they do it, if I command in Chief. 

Id. H. I deſign you ſhall. [Trim runs out jumping. 

Cam. You ſeem, my Lord, to be in deep Medita- 
tion. | 5 

Ld, H. 1 am ſo, but not on any thing that you may 
not be acquainted with, | | 

Enter Trim, with a Company ef ragged Fellows, 

| with 4 Cane. 
1 Sol. Why then I find, Mr. Trim, we ſhall come 


Trim. Harkee, Friend, *tis not your Affair to gueſs 


or enquire what you are going to do, 'tis only for us 


Commanders | 
2 Sol, The French, Pox, they are but a Company of 
ſcratching Civet Cats —— They Fight! 
Trim. Harkee, don't blufter ——— were not you a 
little miſtaken in; your facings at Steinkirk ? 5 
to the French — I hate to ſee the Dogs —-- Look you 
here, Gentlemen, I was ſhot quite through the Body 
— Look you. 9 1 
Trim, Prethee, look where it enter'd at your Back.” 
2 Sol. Look yeu, Mr. Trim, you will have your 
Joke, we know you are a Wit —- But what's that to a 
fighting Man ? | | 
| Euter Kate, 
Kate, Mr. Trim —— Mr. Trim RE 
Trim. Things are not as they have been, Mrs. Kaze, 
I now pay the Company —— and we that pay Mony 
expect a little more Ceremony * 
Kate. Will your Honour pleaſe to taſte ſome right 
unc Kandy?! 
hs | ©Trim, 
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Trim · Art thou ſure, good Woman, 'tis right Drinks. ] 
How French — pray — nay, it I 1 you deceive 


me, who pay the Men Drinks. re 
| | Kate, Pray, good Maſter, haye you ſpoke to my : 
_. Lord about me. | | Jo! 
| Trim. I have, but you ſhall ſpeak to him your ſelf --— te 
thou haſt been a true Campaigner, Kate, and we muſt 
not neglect thee Do you ſell grey Peaſe yet of an C; 
Evening —-Mrs. Matchlock [ Drinks again, 
Kate, Any thing to turn the Penny, but I got more W 
by crying Pamphlets this Year, than by any thing I ſp 


have done a great while ---- Now I am Married into 
the Company * I deſign to crofs the Seas next 


Year. But, Maſter, my Husband, a Temple Porter, and hs 
| a Parliament Man's Footman, laft Night by their talk . 
. made me think there was danger of a Peace, why V 
„ they ſaid all the prime People were againſt a War. ti 
Trim. No, no, Kate, never fear, you know I keep P3 
oreat Company, all Men are for a War, but ſome ft 
would have it Abroad, and ſome would have it at L 
i Home in their own Country. | Ol 
NY Kate. Ay, ſay you fo, Drink about Gentlemen, not el 
4 a Farthing to pay, a War is a War, be it where it T 
= will ; ---- But pray, Mr. Trim, ſpeak to my Lord, that : 
| when theſe Gentlemen have Shirts I may waſh for 4 
N | 2 em. © | * 5 - | 
/ Trim. I tell you, if you behave well to Night, you 
1 ſhall have a Fortnight's Pay each Man as a Reward; ſe 
; but there's none of you Induſtrious, there's a thou- h 
| | ſand things you might do to help out about this Town 

ow -s to cry----Puff-:--Puit-Pyes, Have you any Knives al 
a or Sciſſors to grind----or late in an Evening, whip £ 
| from Grub ſtreet ſtrange and bloody News from Flax d. 
ders----Votes from the Houſe of Commons Buns, a, 
rare Buns----old Silver Lace, Cloakes, Sutes or Coats _ 
old Shoes, Boots or Hats----But here, here, here's my D 
Lord a coming here's the Captain, fall back into the li 
| Rank----There move up in the Center. | r h 
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Enter Lord Hardy and Camplexy. 
Ld. H. Let me ſee whether my ragged Friends are 
ready and about me. r 
Kate. Enſign Campley, Enſign Campley, Iam over- 
jou's Fo ſee your Honour, ha' the World's ſurely al- 
ter? , a”. | | EA | | | g 
Cam. Tis ſo faith, Kate, why thou art true to the 
Cauſe, with the Company ſtill, honeſt Amazon. 
Kate, Dear Soul, not a bit of Pride in him; but 
won't your Honour help in my Buſineſs with my Lord, 
ſpeak for me, noble Enſign, do. N 
Cam. Speak to him your ſelf, I'll ſecond you. 
Kate, Noble Captain, my Lord, I ſuppoſe Mr. Trim 
has told your Honour about my Petition, I have been 
a great Sufferer in the Service; tis hard for a poor 
Woman to loſe nine Husbandin a War, and no No- 
tice taken; nay, three of 'em alas in the fame Cam- 
paign, here the Woman ſtands that ſays it, I neyer 
ſtrip'd a Man *till. I firſt try'd if he could ſtand on his 
Legs, and if not, I think *twas fair Plunder, except 
our Adjutant, and he was a ly 7 £4 that made my 
eighth Husband run the Gauntlet for not. turning his. 


* 


Ld, H. Well, we'll conſider thee, Kate, but fall back. 
aw the Rear. A Roll of what? Gentlemen Sol- 
iers. 1 
Trim. to Pumkin) Do you hear that, my Lord him- 
ſelt can't deny but we are all Gentlemen as much as 
his Honour 1 5 | | 
Ld. H. reading.] Gentlemen Soldiers quartered in 
and about Guy- Court in Vinegar-Yard, in Ruſſel- Court in 
Drury-lane, belonging to the Honourable Captain Hare 
dy's Company of Foot-—So, anſwer to your Names, 
and March off from the Left John Horſeem Corporal, 
March eaſie, that I may view you as you paſs by me: 
Drums. Simon Ruffle. Darby Tattoo =— There's a Shil- 
Tattoo be always ſo tight : How does 
he keep himſelf ſo clean? PRE. Fat 
Trim, Sir, he is a Tragedy-Drum to one of the 
Play-houles. 3 N ü | 
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Ld. H. Private Gentlemen Alexander Cowitch;. 


Humphrey Mundungus, William Faggot, Nicholas Scab, 
Timothy Megrim, Philip Scratch, Nehemiah Duſt, Hum- 
phrey Garbage, Nathaniel Matchlock, © 

Cam. What, is Matchlock come back to the Com- 


Pi 2 That's the Fellow that brought me off at Stein- 


| id. H. No, Sir, tis Jam oblig'd to him for that; 


[offering to give him Mony] there Friend; you ſhall 
want for nothing, I'll give thee a Halbert too. 
Kate. O brave me! Shall I be a Sergeant's Lady ——I 
faith 1'll make the Drums, and the Corporal's Wives, 
and Company-keepers know their Diſtance. 
Cam, How far out of the Country did you come to 


Liſt don't you comg from Cornwall, how did you 


bear your Charges? 


Match. I was hipt from Conſtable to Conſta- 


ble 1 
Trim. Ay, my Lord, that's due by the Courteſy of 


England to all that want in red Coats; beſides, there's 


an Act that makes us Free of all Corporations, and 
that's the Ceremony of it. | 

Cam, But what Pretence had they for uſing you ſo 
ill, you did not Pilfer ? | 

Match, I was found guilty of being Poor. 
Cam. Poor Devil! - | REL 
IA. H. Timothy Ragg—— Oh Ragg! I thought when 
I gave you your Diſcharge, juſt afore the Peace, we 
ſhould never haye had you again, how came you to: 
Liſt now? "Thy | 

Ragg. To pull down the French Kin 


Ld. H. Bravely refoly'd——But ul your Shirt into 


your Breeches, in the mean time----Feoffrey Tatter---- 
_ become of the Skirts and Buttons of your 

Tatter, In our laſt Cloathing in the Regiment Iſerv'd 
in afore, the: Colonel had one Skirt before, the Agent 
one behind, and eyery Captain of the Regiment a 
Button, be DLL @ {3 Off ct ATORE 
19, H. Huſn, you Rogue, you talk Mutiny: I Smiling. 

"a. OM Trim. 
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Trim. Ay Sirrah, what have you to do with more 


Knowledge than that of your Right Hand from your 
Left? Hits him a Blow on the Head. 
Ld, H. Hugh Clump——Clump, thou growelt a little 
too heavy for Marching. | R 
Trim. Ay, my Lord, but if we don't allow him the 
Pay he'll ſtarve, for he's too Lame to get into the 


Hoſpital. | 


#Ld. H. Richard Bumpkin : Ha! A perfect Country 
H ick how came you, Friend, to be a Soldier? 


Bump. An't pleaſe your Honour, I have been eroſs'd 


in Love, and am willing to ſeek my Fortune. 
Ld. E. Well I've ſeen enough of em, if you mind 
your Affair, and act like a wiſe General, theſe Fellows 
may do — eome take your Orders. [Trim puts his 
Hat on his Stick, while: my. Lord is giving him the Ring, 


and whiſpers Orders.] Well, Gentlemen, do your Buſi- 
neſs manfully, and nothing ſhall be too good for you. 


All. Bleſs your Honour, [Exe, Har. and Campley. 

Trim, Now, my brave Friends and Fellow-Soldiers---- 
1 I muſt Fellow- Soldier 'em juſt afore a Battel,. 
ike a true Officer, tho* I Cane em all the. Year round 
beſide ¶Strutting about] Major-General Trim, no, 
Pox, Trim ſounds ſo very ſhort and priggiſn . -that my 
Name ſhould be a Monoſyllable ! But the Foreign News 
will write me, I ſuppoſe, Monſieur or Chevalier Tri- 
mont. Seigneur Trimoni, or Count Trimuntx in the 
German Army I ſhall perhaps be call'd; ay, that's all 
the Plague and Comfort of us great Men, they do fo 


| toſs our Names about----But Gentlemen, you are now 
under my Command—-Huzza! Thrice—-Faith, this 


is very pleaſing, this Grandeur! Why, after all, tis upon 
the Neck of ſuch Scoundrels as theſe Gentlemen, that 


we great Captains build our Renown——A Million or 
two of theſe Fellows make an Alexander, and as that 


my Predeceflor ſai ig the Tragedy of him on the 

very ſame occaſion} to ſtorm for his Statira, {a 

do I for my Dear Sempltreſs, Madam d'Epingle, 
When Iruſh on, ſure none will dare to ftay; 


Ai Beauty calls, and Glory leads the way. 
| AGT 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
Enter Truſty and Lord Brumpton. O 


TG HE knows no Moderation in her good For- 
tune, ſhe has, out of Impatience to ſee her ſelf 


in her Weeds, order'd her Mantua Woman to ftitch 


up any thing immediately——Y ow: may hear her and 
Tattleaid laugh aloud — ſhe is ſo wantonly merry. 
Ld. B. But this of Lady Sharlot is the very utmoſt 


of all Ill Pray read But I muſt fit=—My late 


Fit of the Gout makes me act with Pain and, Con- 
ſtraint — Let me ſee 


Tru. She writ it by the Page, who brought it me, 
as I had wheedled him to do all their Paſſages. 


Id. B. reads. ] 

ä You muſt watch the pai of the Servants _ 
gone out of the Houſe with the Corps, Tattleaid ſhall 
Condutt you to my Lady Sharlot's Apartment. away 
With her and be ſure you Bed her | 


Your affectionate Siſter, Mary Brumpton. 


Brumpton? The Creature She call'd as Frank's 
Mother was? Brumpton! The Succuba! What a Devil 
Incarnate have I had in my Boſom > Why, the common 


abandon'd Town Women w cruple ſuch an Acti- 


on as this Tho' they ha all regard to their 
own Chaſtity, they would be tender of another's —— 
Why ſure ſhe had no Infancy 


ginity, to have no Compaſſion through 1 
x er 


She never had Vir- 


. 
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Chearful Innocent 
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her own former Innocence — This is to forget her 


very Humanity — her very Sex — Where is my 
oor Boy? Where's Frank? Does not he want! How 


has he liv'd all this time Not a Servant I warrant, 
to attend him What Company can he keep? What | 


can he ſay of his Father? „ 
Tru. Tho' you made him not your Heir, he is till 


your Son — and has all the Duty and Tenderneſs in 


the world, for your Memory 
Id. B. It is impoſſible, Truſty, it is impoſſible — I 
will not rack my ſelf with the Thought, That one L 


| have injur'd can be ſo very good—-Keep me in Count?- 


nance tell me he hates my very Name-—wou'd 
notaſſume my Title, becauſe it deſcends from me 
What's his Company? | 

Tru. Young Tom Campley, they are never aſunder. 

Ld, B. I am glad he has my pretty Tattler— the 
Harriot Il hope he'll be good 
to her——he's good-natur'd and well-bred——— 

Tru. But, my Lord, ſhe was very punctual in or- 
dering the Funeral ſhe bid Sable be ſure to lay you 


deep enough ſhe had heard ſuch Stories of the 
wic 
Lord, you would pleaſe to hear her and Tattleaid once 


ed Sextons taking up People — but I wilh, my 
more „ 
Ld. B. I know to what thy Zeal tends——but I 
tell you, ſince you cannot be convinc'd but that I have 
ſtill a Softneſs for her I fay tho? I had ſo, it ſhould 
never make me tranſgreſs that ſcrupulous Honour 
that becomes a Peer of England if I could forget 
Injuries done my ſelf thus groſs----I never will thoſe 


done my Friends----You knew Sharlot's worthy Fa- 


ther-----No-----there's no need of my ſeeing more 
of this Woman-----I behold her now with the ſame 
Eyes that you do-----there's a Meanneſs in all ſhe fays 
or does-----ſhe has a great Wit but a little Mind----- 
ſomething eyer wanting to make her appear my Lady 
Brumpton-----ſhe has nothing natively Great-----you 


ſee I love her not-----I talk with Judgment of her-—-- 


Tru. 


P ar: 
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: latter Being. 


Tru. J ſee it, my good Lord, with Joy 1 fee it ---- 
nor care how few things I ſee more in this World 
My Satisfaction is compleat ---- Welcome old Age --—- 
welcome Decay ---- tis not Decay, but Growth to a 
Fn IR [ Exit, leading Ld. B, 
Re-enter Truſty meeting Cabinet, 
Tru. I have your Letter Mr. Cabinet. | 
Cab. I hope, Sir, you'll believe it was not in my 
Nature to be guilty of ſo much Baſeneſs; but Nuß 
born a Gentleman, and bred out of all Roads of Induſ- 
try in that idle manner too many are, I ſoon ſpent a 
ſmall Patrimony; and being debauch'd by Luxury, I 
fell into the narrow Mind to dread no Infamy like 


Poverty ---- which made me guilty, as that Paper tells 


you ---- and had I not writ to you, I am ſure I never 
could haye told you of it. Ws 


Tru. It is an ingenious, pious Penitence in you ----» , 
my Lord Hardy ----- (to whom this Secret is ineſtima- 


ble) is a noble-natur'd Man ----- and you ſhall find him 

fuch ---- I give you my Word--- Sans 
Cab, I know, Sir, your Integrity ---- 9 
Tru. But pray be there — all that you have to do is 


to ask for the Gentlewoman at the Houſe at my Lord 
Hardy's — ſhe'll take care of you — And pray have 
Patience, where ſhe places you, till you ſee me. — 
[Exit Cab.] My Lord Hardy's being an Houſe where they 


receive Lodgers, has allowed me convenience to place 

every Body I think roar to be by at her Diſco- 

very — This prodigious welcome Secret! I ſee how- 

ever impracticable honeſt Actions may appear, we may 
go on with juſt Hope, a 

All that is Ours, is to be juſtly vent. 

And Heav'n in its own Cauſe will bleſs th hg 

WE. 1 ” "TR. 

Enter Trim and his Party, : 

Trim. March up, march up Now we are near 


the Citadel and halt only to give the neceſſary 
Orders for the Engagement —— Ha! Clump, Clump, 


— When we come to Lord Brumpton's Door, and 
you ſee us conveniently diſpos'd about the Houſe —— 
you 
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you are to wait till you ſee a Corps brought out of 
the Houſe — then to go up to him you obſerye the 
Director, and ask importunately for an Alms to a 
oor Soldier — for which you may be ſure you ſhall 
ave a good Blow er two — but if you have not, be 
ſawcy ill you have — Then when you ſee a File of 
Men got between the Houſe and the Body — A File 
of Men, Bumpkin, is fix Men — 1 ſay, when you ſee 
the File in ſuch a Poſture, that half the File may face 
to the Houſe, half to the Body; you are to fall 
down, crying. Murder, that the half File fac'd to the 
Body may throw it and themſelves over you 1 
then march to your Reſcue — Then, Swagger, youand 
your Party fall in to ſecure my Rear, while I march 
off with the Body — Theſe are the Orders —— and 
this, witha little Improvement of my own, is the ſame 
Diſpoſition Villeroy and Catinat made at Chiari, 
A Ill Aerches off with his Party. 
Enter Widow in deep Mourning, with a dead Squirrel 
on her Arm, and Tattleaid. 8 
Wid. It muſt be ſo — It muſt be your Careleſsneſs — 
What had the Page to do in my Bed-chamber? 
Tat. Indeed, Madam, I can't tell But I came 


in and catch'd him wringing round his Ne 


Wid, Tell the Raſcal from me — he ſhall romp with 
the Footmen no more—— No — I'll ſend the Rogue 
in a Frock to learn Latin among the dirty Boys that 
come to good —— I will —— But tis ever ſo among 
theſe Creatures that live on one's ſuperfluous Affecti- 
ons; a Lady's Woman, Page and Squirrel are always 
Rivals. + ooo ole oo ot. FT 
Poor harmleſs Animal Pretty ev*n in Death, 
Death might have over-Jook'd thy little Life 
How coufi'lt thou, Robin, leave thy Nuts and me? 
How was't, import'nate Deareſt, thou fhould'ſ die? 
Thou never did'ſt invade thy Neighbour's Soils: 
Never mad'ſt War with ſpecious Shews of Peace: 
Thou never haſt depopulated Regions 
But chearfully didſt bear thy little Chain, 
Content 30 1 but fed thee with this Hand. 2 9 

| | At, 
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Tat. Alas, alas! we are all Mortal: Conſider, Ma- 
dam my Lord's dead too. [Weeps. 
Mid. Ay, but our Animal Friends do wholly die; an 
Husband or Relation, after Death, is rewarded or tor- 
mented-—— That's ſome Conſolation -—- I know her 
Tears are falſe, for ſhe hated Robin always — [ aſide.] 
zut ſhe's a well-bred diſhoneſt Servant, that ne- 
ver ſpeaks a painful Truth — But I'll reſolve to con- 
quer my Affliction — Never ſpeak more of Robin — 
Hide him there — But to my Dreſs — How ſoberly 
magnificent is Black — And the Train — I wonder * 


— 24>. — tt nie Bi — EO > _—— „ „„ — — ts — 
4 4 p hs. * 8 * — a = 4 — N WA 
1 7 * * 4 — n "= RS 
"ey 1 
Ss - 


how Widows came to wear ſuch long Tails! he 

Tat. Why, Madam, the ftatelieſt of all Creatures Ve 

has the longeſt Tail, the Peacock, nay *thas of all Ye 

Creatures the fineſt Mien too except your La- lik 

j dy ſhip, who are a Phenix. | 1˙ 
„ wid. Ho! Brave Tattleaid — But did not you ob- [of 
| ſerve what a whining my Lad Sly made, when ſhe of 
4 had drank a little? Did you 3 her? Do you think bl 
| there are really People ſorry for their Husbands ? | al 


Tat. Really, Madam, ſome Men do leave their For- 
tunes in ſuch DiſtraQion, that I believe it may be 


: 


{Speaks with Pins in her Mouth, T 

Wid. But I ſwear I wonder how it came up todreſs ſi 
us thus — I proteſt, when all my Equipage is ready, || fe 
and I move in full Pageantry, I ſhall fancy my ſelf ſi 


an Embaſladreſs from the Commonwealth of Women, 1 
the diſtreſſed State of Amaxonia to treat for F 
Men— But I proteſt I wonder how two of us thus ſ 
clad can meet with a grave Face — Methinks they ! 
ſhould laugh out like two Fortune-tellers, or two op- | d 
ponent Lawyers that know each other for Cheats — "Y 
Tat. Ha! ha! ha! I ſwear to you, Madam, your 1 
Ladyſhip's Wit will choak me one time or other — : 
I had like to have ſwallow'd all the Pins in my | 
Mouth | 8 | | | 1 

Wid. But Tatty, to keep houſe fix Weeks, that's ano- 
ther barbarous Cuſtom ; but the Reaſon of it, I ſup= | 
Poſe, was that the baſe People ſhould not ſee People 
of Quality may be as afflicted as themſelves 


. ä 
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hs Tat. No; 'tis becauſe they ſhould not ſee em as 2 
merry as themſelves. 7 5 
Wid. Ha! ha! ha! Huſſey, you never ſaid that you 
ſpoke laſt — why tis juſt — 'tis Satyr — I'm ſure you 
ſaw it in my Face, that I was going to ſay it — twas 
too good for you — Come lay down that Sentence 
and the Pin-cuſhion, and pin up my Shoulder 
G Harkee, Huſſey, if you ſhou'd, as 1 hope you won't, 
1 out- live me, take care I an't buried in Flannel, twould 
y never become me, I'm ſure — That they can be as 
c merry: Well, I'll tell my new Acquaintance — W hat's 
| her Name? - She that reads ſo much, and writes | 
5 Verſes — Her Husband was deaf the firſt Quarter of a 4 
1 Year — I forget her Name — That Expreſſion ſhe'll 
- | like— Well, that Woman does divert me ſtrangely — 
I'll be very great with her — She talk'd very learnedly 
of the Ridicule, till ſhe was ridiculous — then ſhe ſpoke 
of the Decent— of the Agreeable — of the Inſenſi- 
i ble — ſhe deſigns to print the Diſcourſe — But of 
all things I like her Notion of the Inſenſible. 
. Tat. Pray, Madam, how was that? 4 
; Mid. A moſt uſeful Diſcourſe to be inculcated in our 1 
| Teens — the Purpoſe of it is to diſguiſe our Apprehen- 5 
5 ſion in this ill-bred Generation of Men, who ſpeak be- x 
; fore Women what they ought not to hear---- As now k 
b ſuppoſe you were a Spark in my Company, and you — 
| ſpoke ſome double Entendre ---- I look thus! But be a 9 
| Fellow, and you ſhall fee how I'll uſe you The In- 
ſenſible is uſeful upon any occaſion, where we ſeem- 
ingly neglect, and ſecretly approve, which is our or- 
dinary Common Caſe----- Now ſuppoſe a Coxcomb 
dancing, prating and playing his Tricks before me to 
move me ---- without Pleaſure or Diſtaſte in my Coun- 
tenance I look at him ---- juſt thus ---- but ---- Ha! ha! 
ha! I have found out a Supplement to this Notion of 
the Inſenſible, for my own uſe, which is infallible, and. 
that is to have always in my Head all that they can 
ſay or do to me ſo never be ſurpriz'd with Laugh- 
ter, the occaſion of which is always ſudden -— 


2 4£ tot 
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The Foxygns N 5 1 
e Lady Brumpton ¶ Tattleaid bows and 


cringes] My. Lady ---- your moſt obedient Servant — 


Wid, Look you, Wench, *you ſee by the Art of In- 


ſenſibility. 1 125 you out of Countenance, e you. 


Were pre ie for an ill Reception 
| Tar. © Madam how-juftly are you form- d for 


what is now fall'n to you, the Empire of Mankind 
Wid. O Sir, that puts me out of all my Inſenſibility 
at once ---- that was ſo gallant ---- Ha! what Noiſe is 


that — that Noiſe of Fighting - Run, I ſay ---- Whi- 
ther are you going What are you mad - Will you 


leave me alone . Catit you ſtir ---- What vou can't 


take your Meſſage with you.. What ever 'tis I ſup- 


pere you are not inthe Plot; not you · Nor that now 


they're breaking 0] pen m -Houſe for Sharlot ---- Not 


you Go fee What db tet I ſay, I have no Body 
I can truſt . One ¶ Exit Tattleaid} Penne I think this 
Wench honeſt, and the next - N —— W hither ſhall 1 


Turn me? 


Tat. Madam ---- Matains* I | (teat. 
id. Madam, Madam, will you Aeallow me gaping— — 


Tat. Pray, good my Lady, be not ſo out f 
mour ---- Burt there is a Comlpeny of Rogues — 
upon our Servants and the Buria 
ran away with the Corps 

Wid. How, what can this mean? What can they 
do with it! Well, twill ſave the Charge of Inter · 
ment · But to what end? 

Enter Truſty, and a Servant bloody and dirty, _ 
9 Clump and Bumpkin. | 

Ser. I'll teach you better Manners ---- I'll poor r Sol” 
dier you---- You Dog you, I will Madam, here are 


two of the Raſcals that were in the Gang of Rogues 


| that carried away the Corps ——— 
wid. We'll examine "em apart Well, Sixrab, what 


ate you? Whence came you? What's your Name? 


Sirrans. [clump males Sigus as a dumb Man. 


Ser. O you Dop. you Ja could ſpeak loud enough juſt: | 
en your Brother Rogues maul'd' .. 


now, Sirrah, w 


Mr. Sable--- we'll make you __ Sirrah ous i 
wid 


LY 


Man' n's, while others 


by 
* 
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Wid. Bring the other Fellow hither - 1 ſuppoſe 
Fou will own you knew that Man before you ſaw hun 
at my Door ? 5 | 

Clump. I think I have ſeen the Gentleman's Face. 

| | | | [Fog Bumpkin. 

Wid. The Gentleman's! the Villain mocks me 
But Friend, you look like an honeſt Man, what are 
you? whence come you? What are you, Friend? 

Bump. I' ſe at preſent but a private Gentleman, but 
I was liſted to be a Sergeant in my Lord Hardy's 


SS 
N 1 


* 


my Koptin EY 
Mid. Leave the Room all, 5 

[Exeunt all but Truſty and Tattleaid. 

Mr. Truſty ---- Lord Hardy! O that Impious young 


- 


to divert his Father's Aſhes from their Urn, and Reſt 
I ſuſpect this Fellow [ aſide.] Mr, Truſty, I muſt deſire 
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this, and to Lord Hardy's Lodgings as I am, in- 
ſtantly - Tis but the backſide of this Street, I think --= 
Let a Coach be call'd ---- Tattleaid, as ſoon as I am 
gone Conduct my Brother and his Friends to Lady 
Sharlot, away with her----- Bring Madamoiſelle away 


* E OY $ 


to me that ſhe may not be a Witneſs ---- Come, 


32 good Mr. Truſty. Exeunt. 


X L. Ha. Why then I find this Mr. Trim is a perfect 
General ---- But I'll aſſure you, Sir, I'll never allow 


Fou; you ſhould have broke the Houſe down, but you 
ſhould have Rouge Madamoiſelle with you --- 

Trim, No really, Madam, I have ſeen ſuch ſtrange 
Fears come into the Mens Heads, and ſuch ſtrange Re- 
ſolutions into the Womens, upon the occaſion of La- 

A dies following a Camp, that I thought it more diſcreet 
to leave her behind me - my Succeſs will naturally 
touch her as much as if ſhe were here : 
T. Ha. A good intelligent arch Fellow this [aſide.] 
But were not you ſaying, wy Lord, you believ'd Lady 


you an Hero, who could leave your Miſtreſs behind 
; 
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Company ---- I'ſe not aſham'd of my Name, nor of 
Man ---- thus, with the ſacrilegious Hands of Ruffians 


you to be ſtill near me--- I'll know the bottom of 


Enter Ld, Hardy leading Harriot; Campley and Trim. 


Brumpion 
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Brumpton would follow hither if ſo pray let me 
be gone — | : | | 

14. H. No, Madam; I muſt beſeech your Ladyſhip 
to ſtay, for there are things alledg'd againſt her which 
you, who have liv'd in the Family, may, perhaps, 
give light into, and which I can't believe even ſhe 
.could be guilty of. 

T. Ha. Nay, my Lord, that's generous to a Folly, 
for even for her Uſage of you (without regard to my 
ſelf) I am ready to believe ſhe would do any thing 
that can come into the Head of a cloſe, malicious, 
.cruel, deſigning Woman —-- . 
| Bo” Enter Boy, 

Boy, My Lady Brumpton's below 

T. Ha. I'll run then ---- 

Cam. No, no, ſtand your Ground ; you a Soldier's 
Wife? Come, we'll rally her to Death ---- | | 
Id. H. Prithee entertain her a little, while I go in 
for a moment's Thought on this Occaſion, [ Exit. 

T. Ha. She has more Wit than us both ---. _ 

Cam. Plaw, no matter for that ---- Be ſure as ſoon 
as the Sentence is out of my Mouth to clap in with 
128 elſe ---- and laugh at all I ſay; I'll be grate- 
ful, and burſt my ſelf at my pretty witty Wife 
We'll fall in flap upon her, ---- ſhe ſhan't haye time 
to ſay a word of the. running away. ! 

Enter Lady Brumpton and Truſty, 

O, my Lady Brumpton, your Ladyſhip's moſt obe- 
dient Servant: This is my Lady Harriot Campley - 
Why, Madam, our Ladyſhip is immediately in your 
Mourning --:- Nay, as you have more Vit than any 
Body, ſo (what ſeldom Wits have) you have more 
Ptudence too ---- Other Widows have nothing in a rea- 
dineſs but a ſecond Husband ----- but you, I ſee, had 
your very Weeds and Dreſs lying by you ---- 

L. Ha. Ay, Madam; I ſee your Ladytfhip is of the 
Order of Widowhood, for you'haye put on the Ha- 
bit - „ | 
Mid. I ſee your Ladyſhip is not of the Profeſſion of 
Virginity, for you have loſt the Look on't . | 

| Cam, 
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Cam. You're in the Habit — That was ſo pretty, 
nay, without Flattery, Lady Harriot, you have a great 
deal of Wit, ha! ha! ha! 4 

Z. Ha. No, my Lady Brumpton here is the Woman 
of Wit; but indeed ſhe has but little enough, conſider- 
ing how much her Lady ſnip has to defend. Ha! ha! ha! 

Wid. 1 am ſorry, Madam, your Lady ſnip has not 
what's ſufficient for your Occaſions, or that this pret- 
ty Gentleman can't ſupply em — | i 
| [Campley dancing about and trolling.. 


Hey day! I find, Sir, your Heels are a great help to 


your Head —— They relieve your Wit, 1 ſee ; and I 
don't queſtion but ere now they have been as kind to 


your Valour: Ha! ha! 


Cam. Pox, I can ſay nothing, 'tis always thus with 
your Endeavours to be witty [aſide.] I faw, Madam, 
your Mouth go, but there could be nothing offer'd in 
anſwer to what my Lady Harriet ſaid 'Twas 
home "Twas cutting Satyr —— | 

L. Ha. Oh, Mr. Campley ? But pray, Madam, has 


Mr, Cabinet viſited your Ladyſhip ſince this Calamity — 


How ſtands that Aﬀair now ? - : 
Wid. Nay, Madam, if you already want Inſtructions 


 —— ]'ll acquaint you how the World ſtands if you 


are in Diſtreſs but I fear Mr. Campley over-hears- 
Cam. And all the Tune the Pipers play'd, was Toll- 


toll-doroll — 1 ſwear, Lady Harriot, were I not al- 


ready yours, I could have a Tender for this Lady, 


Wid. Come, good Folks, I find we are very free 
with each other — What makes you two here? Do 
you board my Lord, or he you? Come, come, ten: 
Shillings a Head will go a great way in a Family — 
What do you ſay, Mrs.. Campley, is it ſo? Does your 
Ladyſhip go to market your ſelf — Nay, you're in 
the right of it — Come — can you imagine what makes 
my Lord ſtay — He is not now with his Land-Stew-- 
ard —not ſigning Leaſes I hope; Ha! ha! ha! | 

Cam. Hang her, to have more Tongue than a Man 
and his Wife too | [Aſide. 

| | | D 2.. Enter 
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My ſpacious, bright Abode, this gallant Heart. 
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| Enter Lord Hardy, 
Tad. E. Becauſe your Ladyſhip is, I know, in very 
much Pain in Company you have injur'd — I'll be 
ſhort— Open thoſe Doors— there lies your Husband's 
my Father's Body — and by you ſtands the Man ac- 
cuſes you of Poiſoning him 
| wid. Of Poiſoning him ! 

Tru. The Symptoms will appear upon the Corps. 

Ld, H. But I am ſeiz'd by Nature — How ſhall I 
view a breathleſs Lump of Clay — Him whoſe high 
Veins convey'd to me this vital Force, and Motion. 

I cannot bear that Sight 
I am as fix'd and motionleſs as he — 

[ They open the Coffin, out of which jumps Lady Sharlot, 
Art thou the ghaſtly Shape my Mind had form'd! 
Art thou the cold inanimate — Bright Maid ! 

Thou giv'ſt new higher Life to all around. 
Whither does Fancy, fir'd with Love, convey me! 
Whither tranſported by my Penny. Fury ! 

2 


The Seaſon vaniſhes at thy Approac 


*Tis Morn, *tis Spring — | | 

Daiſies and Lilies ſtrow thy flow'ry Way. 

Why is my Fair unmov'd — My Heav'nly Fair; 

Does ſhe but ſmile at my exalted Rapture? 
T. SH. Oh! Senſe of Praiſe to me unfelt before, 

Speak on, ſpeak on, and charm my attentive Ear: 

How ſweet Applauſe is from an honeft Tongue. 

Thou lov'ſt my Mind— Haſt well Affection plac'd ; 

In what, nor Time, nor Age, nor Care, nor Want 

| can alter, DES 

Oh how I joy in thee — My eternal Lover; 

Immutable as the Object of thy Flame! 

1 love, I'm proud, I triumph that I love, 


Pure, I approach thee — Nor did I with empty Shows, 


Gorgeous Attire, or ſtudied Negligence, 

Or Song, or Dance, or Ball, allure thy Soul; 
Nor want, or fear, ſuch Arts to keep, or loſe it: 
Nor now with fond Reluctance doubt to enter 


[Reclines on Hardy. 
+ = 
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L. Ha. Ay marry-----thefe are high doings indeed, 
the greatneſs of the Occaſion has burſt their Paſſion 
into Speech. -- Why, Mr. Campley, when we are near 
theſe fine Folks, you and I are but meer Sweet-hearts 
I proteſt----I'll never be won ſo ; you ſhall begin a- 
gain with me. | | 
Cam. Prithee, . why doſt name us poor Animals! 
They have forgot there are any ſuch Creatures as their. 
old Acquaintance Tem and Harriot. ES 
Ld. E. So we did indeed, but you'll pardon us. 
Cam. My Lord, I never thought to ſee the Minute 
wherein I ſhould rejoice at your forgetting me, but 
now I hoy heartily. OT Embracing. 
L. SH. Harriot | 
L. Ha. Sharlot. Embracing. | | | 
Wid, Sir, You're at the bottom of all this I ſee 
you're skill'd at cloſe Conyeyances-----I'll know the 
Meaning inſtantly of theſe Intricacies, tis not your 
ſeeming Honeſty and Gravity ſhall ſave you from your 
Deſerts-----My Husband's Death was ſudden----- You 
and the Burial Fellow were obſerv'd very familiar 
Produce my Husband's Body-----or I'll try you for. his 
Murder; which I find you'd put on me, thou helliſn 
Engine! | 
Tru, Look you, Madam, I could anſwer you, but 
I ſcorn to reproach People in Miſery-----you're un- 
done---Madam ——— | 
Wid, What does the Dotard mean? Produce the 
Body, Villain, or the Law fhall have thine for it---- 
[Truſty Exit haſtily.] Do you deſign to let the Vil- 
lain eſcape? How juſtly did your Father judge, that 
made you a Beggar with that Spirit-----You meant juſt 
now _u could not bear the Company of thoſe you'd 
injur'd. | | | | ; 
Lad. H. You are a Woman, Madam, and my Fa- 
ther's Widow -But ſure you think you've highly 
injur'd m. | | 5 
Here my Lord and Truſty half enter and obſer ve. 
Wid. No, Sir, I have not, will not, injure you——— 
I muſt obey the Will : my Deceas'd Lord to ar 
. ä : 3: f > | © 
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this to her — Oh my Child! 
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tle-----I muſt juſtly pay Legacies Your Father, in 
conſideration that you were his Blood, would not 
wholly Alienate you----He left you, Sir, this Shilling, 
with which Eſtate you now are Earl off Brumpton—---- 
Tad. H. Inſolent Woman-----It was not me my 
good Father diſinherited, *twas him you repreſented. 
The Guik was thine, he did an Act of Juſtice. 

| Lord Brumpton entering with Truſty. 

Ld. B. Oh unparallel'd Goodneſs! 8 
Tattleaid and Madamoiſelle at the other Door entring. 
Tru. Oh Tattleaid-----His and our Hour is come. 

Wid: What do I ſee, my Lord, my Maſter, Huſ⸗- 
band livin ! * 

Ld, B. Ren from her; running to his Son.] Oh 
my Boy, my Son-----Mr. Campley-----Sharlot-----Har- 
riot. [All Kneeling: to him] O my Children-----Oh, 
oh! Theſe Paſſions are too ſtrong for my old Frame 
— Oh the ſweer Torture! my Son, my Son! I ſhall 
expire in the too mighty Pleaſure! my Boy! 

Id. H. A Son, an Heir, a Bridegroom in one Hour! 


Oh! grant me, Heav'n, grant me Moderation! 


Wid. A Son, an Heir! Am I neglected then? 
What? can my Lord revive, yet dead to me? 

Only to me deceas'd-----to me alone, 
Deaf to my Sighs, and Senſeleſs to my Moan? 

Ld. B. Tis ſo long ſince I have ſeen Plays, good 
Madam, that I know not whence-thou doſt repeat, 
nor can I anſwer.. 

13d; You can remember tho” 'a certain Settlement, 
in which I amv thy Son and Heir----great Noble, that 
I ſuppoſe not taken from a Play, that's as irrevocable 
as Law can make it, that if you ſcorn me-----your 
Death and Life are equal------Or I'll ſtilt wear my 
Mourning *cauſe you're living. 

Tru; Value her not, my Lord, a prior Obligation, 
made you incapable of ſettling on her your Wife. 

Ld. B. Thy Kindneſs, Truſty, does diſtract thee—e 
I would indeed diſengage my ſelf. by any honeſt 
Means, but, alas, I know no prior Gift that ayoids 


Tru. 
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Grier A-LA-MODE. 75 
Tru. Look you, Madam, I'll come again immedi- 
ately— Be not troubled, my dear Lords Exit. 
Cam. Truſty looks very confident, there is ſome 
200d in that, 64 
Reenter Truſty with Cabinet. 
Cab. What, my Lord Brumpton living? nay then 
Tru. Hold, Sir, you muſt not ſtir, nor can you, 
Sir, retra& this for your Hand-writing-—My Lord, 
this Gentleman, ſince your ſuppos'd Death, has lurk'd 
about the Houſe to ſpeak with my Lady, or Tattleaid 
who upon your Deceaſe have ſhun'd him, in hopes, 
I ſuppoſe, to buy him off for ever——Now as he was 
prying about, he peep'd into your Cloſet——where he 
aw your Lordſhip. reading ſtruck with Horrour, 
and believing himſelf (as well he might) the Diſturber 
of your Ghoſt for Alienation of your Fortune from 
your Family——he writ me this Letter, wherein he 
acknowledges a private Marriage with this Lady, half 
a Year before you ever ſaw her. | 
All. How! [All turn upon her diſdainfully—— 
Wid. No more a Widow then, but ſtill a Wife, 
| [ Recovering from her Confuſion; 
I am thy Wife—thou Author of my Evil. 
Thou muſt partake with me an homely Board, 
An homely Board that never ſhall be chearful; 
But ev'ry Meal embitter'd with Upbraidings. . 
Thou that could'ſt tell me, Good and Ill were Words 
When thou could'ſt baſely lett me to another, 
Yet could'ſt ſee Sprights, great Unbeliever! 
Coward! Bugg-bear'd Penitent. 
Stranger henceforth to all my Joys, my Joys, 
To thy Diſhonour ; deſpicable Thing, 
Diſhonour thee ? Thou voluntary Cuckold. 
[Cabinet ſneaks of, Widow flings after him, Tat 
tleaid following. | 
Ld. B. 1 fee you're all confus'd as well as I—Ye 
are my Children——1 hold you all ſo. And for your 
own uſe will ſpeak plainly to you, I1-cannot hate that 
Woman: Nor ſhall ſhe ever want. Tho” I ſcorn to 
bear her Injuries—-—yet had I ne'er been 13 
| | om 
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from that low Paſlion to a worthleſs Creature but 

by diſdain of her Attempt on my Friend's Child, 1am 
glad that Scorn's confirm'd by her being that Fel- 
Jow's——whom for my own Sake I only will con- 
temn. Thee, Truſty, how ſhall we proſecute with 
equal Praiſe and Thanks for this great Revolution in 
our Houſe? 

Tru. Never to ſpeak on't more, my Lord. 

Ld, B. Lou are now, Gentleman, going into Cares 
at a Criſis in your Country. =] 
And on this great Occaſion Tom — I'll mount 
Old Campley which thy Father gave me, | 
And attend thee a chearful gay old Man, 

Into the Field to repreſent our County. 

My rough Plebeian Britons, not yet Slaves 

| To France, ſhall mount thy Father's Son 

Upon their Shoulders. Echo loud their Joy 
While I and Truſty follow weeping after: | 

But be thou honeſt, firm, impartial, . 

Let neither Love, nor Hate, nor Faction move thee, 
Diſtinguiſn Words from Things, and Men from Crimes; 
Punctual be thou in Payments, nor baſely | 
Screen thy Faults 'gainft-Law, behind the 
Laws thou makeſt ———— | 

But thou againſt my Death, muſt learn a ſupereroga- | 
tory Morality. | Io Lord Hardy, . 
As he is to be juſt, be generous thou: | 
Nor let thy reaſonable Soul be ftruck 
With Sounds and Appellations, Title is 
No more, if not ſignificant 
Of ſomething that's Superior in thy ſelf 
To other Men, of which thou may'ſt be 
Conſcious, yet not proud But if you ſwerve- 
From higher Virtue than the Crowd poſſeſs, 
Know they that call thee Honourable mock thee] 

You are to be a Peer, by Birth a Judge 
Upon yo Honour of others Lives and Fortunes; 
Becauſe that Honour's dear er than your own. 
De good, my Son, and be a worthy Lord: 
For when our ſhining Virtues bleſs Mankind, 
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 Gritr A-LA-MODE. 
We diſappoint the livid Malecontents, 
Who long to call our noble Order uſeleſs. | 
Our All's in Danger, Sir, nor ſhall you dally 
Your Youth away with your fine Wives. 
No, in your Country's Cauſe you ſhall meet Death, 
While feeble we with Minds reſign'd do wait it. 
Not but l intend your Nuptials as ſoon as poſſible, to 
draw Intails and Settlements. How neceſſary ſuch 
things are, I had like to have been a fatal Inſtance. 
Cam, But, my Lord, here are a Couple that need 
not wait ſuch Ceremonies, Pleaſe but to fit : You've 
been extremely moy'd, and muſt be tir'd. You ſay 
we muſt not ſpend our time in Dalliance; you'll ſee, 1 
my Lord, the Entertainment reminds us alſo of no- 1 
bler Things, and what 1 deſign'd for my own Wed- 
ding, I'll compliment the General with. The Bride 
dances finely Trim, will you dance with her? a 
Trim, I will but I can't There's a Country- man 4 
of hers without, by Accident. e 
Cam. Ay, but is he a Dancer? | 
Trim, Is a Frenchman a Dancer? Is a Welſhman @. 
Gentleman? I'll bring him in — i 
Here a Dance and the following Songs. 


Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 


Sung by Jemmie Bowin. 
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; 
O N yonder Bed ſupinely laid, | 
Behold thy lov'd expecting Maid: 
In Tremor, Bluſhes, half in Tears, 
Much, much ſhe wiſhes, more ſhe. fears. 
Take, take her to thy faithful Arms, 
Hymen dbeftows thee all her. Charms. 


Heav'n to thee bequeaths the. Fair, 

To raiſe thy Joy, and lull thy Care; 
Heav'n made Grief, if at Hu ceaſe, 
But Foy, divided, to increaſe : = 
To mourn with her exceeds Delight, 2 


- _ Darkneſs with her, the Joys of Light. 
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= Sung by Mr. Pate. 
A Riſe, ariſe, great Dead, for Arms renown'd, 
Riſe from your Urns, and ſave your dying Story, 
Tour Deeds will be in dark Oblivion drown'd, 
For Mighty William ſeizes all your Glory, 
| II | 


Again the Britiſh Trumpet ſounds. 
Again Britannia bleeds ; 
Jo glorious Death, or comely Wounds, 
Her Godlike Monarch leads. 
| III. 
Pay us, kind Fate, the Debt you owe, 
Celeſtial Minds from Clay untie, 
Let coward Spirits dwell below, 
And only give the Brave to die, 


Tad. B. Now, Gentlemen, let the Miſeries which 1 

have but miraculouſly eſcap'd, admoniſh you to have 

always Inclinations proper for the Stage of Life you're 
in. Don't follow Love when Nature ſeeks but Eaſe: 
Otherwiſe you'll fall into a Lethargy of your Diſho- 
nour, when warm Purſuits of Glory are over with. 
you ; for Fame and Reſt are utter Oppoſites. 


You who the Path of Honour make your Guide, 
Muſt let your Paſſion with your Blood ſubſide, 
And no untim'd Ambition, Love, or Rage 
Employ the Moments of declining Age: 

Elſe Boys will in your Preſence loſe their Fear, 
And laugh at the Grey-head they ſhould reyere.. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Think that bright Circle muſt be Captives made, 
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Spoken by. Lord Hardy. 


All that can move the Soul, or can aſſwage, 
Are drawn in Miniature of Life, the Stage, 
Here you can View your Selves, and here is ſhown 


T OVE, Hope and Fear, Deſire, Averſion, Rage, 8 


To what you're born in Sufferings not your own. 


The Stage to Wiſdom's no Fantaſtick Way, 
Athens her ſelf learn'd Virtue at a Play. 


Our Author me to-Night a Soldier drew, 


But faintly writ, what warmly you purſue : 
To his great Purpoſe, had he equal Fire, 

He'd not aim to pleaſe only, but inſpire ; 

He'd ſing what hovering Fate attends our Iſle, 
And from baſe Pleaſure rouſe to glorious Toll : 
Full time the Earth t' a new Deciſion brings 
While William gives the Roman Eagle Wings: 
With Arts and Arms ſhall Britain tamely end, 


Which naked Pits ſo bravely could defend ? 


The painted Heroes on th' Invaders preſs, 
And think their Wounds Addition to their Dreſs , 
In younger Years we've been with Conqueſt bleſt, 


And Paris has the Britiſh Yoke confeſs'ds 


Ist then in England, in loſt England, known, 
Her Kings are nam'd from a revolted Throne ? 
But we offend Ion no Examples need, 

In Imitation of your ſelves proceed; 

"Tis you your Country's Honour muſt ſecure, 

Be all your Actions worthy of Namur: 

With gentle Fires your Gallantry improve, 
Courage is Brutal, if untouch'd with Love: 
If ſoon our utmoſt Bravery's not diſplay d, 


Let Thoughts of ſaving them our Toils beguile, 
And they reward our Labours with a Smile. 
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